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AUTHOR’S NOTE’ 


This play was originally written in Kannada in 1964. 
I was persuaded to translate it into English by Alyque 
Padamsec, who later produced it for the Theatre Group, 
Bombay. This translation was first staged at the 
Bhulabhai Auditorium, Bombay in August 1970. 

I should like to express here my thanks to Alyque 
Padamsee and the Theatre Group for the care and 
imagination with which they produced the play. My 
special thanks are also due to S. Gopalie, Madras, for 
‘ds invaluable help with the translation, 


Dharwar, 1971 G. K. 


INTRODUCTION 


Tughlag, which was published in Kannada in 1964, is 
Girish Karnad’s second play. His first play, Yayati, was 
a self-consciously existentialist drama on the theme of 
responsibility. And those of us writing in the Kannada 
Navya movement of the time can still remember the 
excitement when we first read it in 1961. His interpre- 
tation of the familiar old myth on the exchange of ages 
between father and son baffled and angered many con- 
ventional critics but, for others, who were trying to root 
their contemporary concerns in old myths, Karnad’s 
unheroic hero, Puru, was a great experience. 

Tughlag was an immediate success on the stage. It was 
first produced in Kannada in 1965 and was also done, 
about the same time, in Hindi by the National School of 
Drama. Bengali and Marathi productions followed, and 
in 1970 there was an English production in Bombay 
which was a major success. 

It is not hard to account for the immediate response 
the play has received from Kannada as well as other 
audiences. One can enjoy the play on the stage without 
paying much attention to its rich and complex symbolism 
and the subtle weaving of its different motifs. The play 
has an interesting story, an intricate plot, scope for 
spectacle, and uses dramatic conventions like the comic 
pair, Aziz and Aazam (the Akara and Makara of Natak 
performances), to which theatre audiences respond 
readily. 

Another reason for Tughlag’s appeal to Indian audi- 
ences is that it is a play of the sixties, and reflects 
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as no other play perhaps does the political mood of dis- 
illusionment which followed the Nehru era of idealism 
in the country. Karnad himself has commented (Enact, 
June 1971) on this: 

What struck me absolutely about Tughlaq’s history 
was that it was contemporary. The fact that here 
was the most idealistic, the most intelligent king 
ever to come on the throne of Delhi... and one of 
the greatest failures also. And within a span of 
twenty years this tremendously capable man had 
gone to picces. This seemed to be both due to 
his idealism as well as the shortcomings within him, 
such as his impatience, his cruelty, his feeling that he 
had the only correct answer. And I felt in the early 
sixties India had also come very far in the same 
direction—the twenty-year period seemed to me 
very much a striking parallel. 

But the play is more than a political allegory It has 
an irreducible, puzzling quality which comes from the 
ambiguities of Tughlaq’s character, the dominating figure 
in the play. All the other characters are dramatized 
aspects of his complex personality, yet they also exist in 
their own right. Kannada critics have made detailed 
analyses of the play, paying special attention to the 
symbolism of the game of chess, the theme of disguise, 
tne ironic success of Aziz whose amazing story runs 
parallel to Tughiaq’s, and the dualism of the man and 
the hero in Tughlaq, which is the source of the entire 
tragedy. Yet no critical examination of the play can 
easily exhaust its total meaning for the reader, because 
the play has, finally, an elusive and haunting quality 
which it gets from the character of Tughlaq who has 
been realized in great psychological depth. But it would 
be unjust to say that the play is about an ‘interesting’ 
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character, for the play relates the character of Tughlaq 
to philosophical questions on the nature of man and the 
destiny of a whole kingdom which a dreamer like him 
controls. 

Although the theme of the play is from history—there 
are many such plays in Kannada—Karnad’s treatment 
of the theme is not historical. Take, for instance, the vse 
Karnad makes of the leitmotiv of the play, ‘prayer’, in 
the scene where the Muslim chieftains along with Sheik 
Shams-ud-din, a pacifist priest, conspire to murder 
Tughlaq while at prayer. The use of prayer for murder 
is reminiscent of what Tughlaq himself did to kill his 
father. That prayer, which is most dear to Tughlaq, is 
vitiated by him as well as his enemies, is symbolic of the 
fact that his life is corrupted at its very source. The 
whole episode is ironic. It involves Shihab-ud-din, an 
idealist who has put great trust in Tughlaq’s rule, and is 
himself ultimately betrayed by Ratansingh who master- 
minds the entire plan of murder for his own ends. The 
intrigue here not only enhances the theatrical interest 
of the play, but is a dramatized projection of Tughiaq’s 
tortured, divided self. Thus, the external action through- 
out enacts the inner drama of Tughlag. Both Tughlaq 
and his enemies initially appear to be idealists; yet, in 
the pursuit of the ideal, they perpetrate its opposite. 
The whole play is structured on these opposites: the 
ideal and the real; the divine aspiration and the deft 
intrigue. Tughlaq is what he is in spite of his self-know- 
ledge and an intense desire for divine grace. He is aware 
of the irony of his life when Aziz, the only character in 
the play who has skilfully used all the schemes of 
Tughlaq for his own designs, kills Ghiyas-ud-din and 
comes in his guise as a holy messenger of peace to purify 
the land and revive the banned prayer. The irony is 
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deeply tragic. In the end Tughlaq and his kingdom are 
one in their chaos, and he knows it. 

There are some good single plays in Kannada like 
Masti’s Kakana Koje and the plays of Adya Rangacharya 
who has kept the tradition of serious play-writing in 
Kannada alive; yet. there is, perhaps, no play in 
Kannada comparable to Tughlag in its depth and range. 
It is likely to become a classic in Kannada literature. 
The present translation, which has been ably done by 
Karnad himself, will be warmly welcomed by readers 
eager to know what is happening in the Indian 
languages. 

It may not be out of place to mention here that many 
teachers of English in India have felt and still feel the 
heed for English translations of literature in the Indian 
languages. Teachers like myself have often wished that 
along with Indian writing in English which we prescribe 
to our students, we should also be able to teach English 
translations of classics in the Indian languages which will 
engage our student’s attention fully and meaningfully. 
Karnad’s Tughlag should be as rewarding an experience 
to teach and to study, as it has been to see on the stage 
all over India. 


Mysore U.R. Anantha Murthy 
September, 1971 


CHARACTERS 


[In order of appearance} 
ANNOUNCER 
Suttan Munammap TUGHLAQ 
AAZAM 
Azz 
STEP-MOTHER 


Vizier Munamman Naje 

ZIA-UD-DIN BARANI 

SHEIKH ĪMAM-UD-DIN 

SHIHAB-UD-DIN 

SARDAR RATANSINGH 

SHEIKH SHAMS-UD-DIN TAJUDDARFIM 
GHIYAS-UD-DIN ABBASID 

CROWD OF CITIZENS KAZIL-MUMALIK AND RETINUE GUARD 


DOOR-KEEPER SERVANT AMIRS SAYYID MUZZIN 
SOLDIERS HINDU WOMAN REFUGEE FAMILY WATCHMEN KARIM 


The action of the play takes place first of all in Delhi in the 
year 1327, then on the road from Delhi to Daulatabad, and 
lastly in and around the fort in Daulatabad five years later. 


SCENE ONE 


A. D. 1327 


The yard in front of the Chief Court of Justice in Delhi. A crowd of 
citizens—-mostly Muslims, with a few Hindus here and there. 


OLD MAN: God, what’s this country coming to! 

youna man: What are you worried about, grandfather? 
The country’s in perfectly safe hands—safer than 
any you’ve seen before. 

OLD MAN: I don’t know. I’ve been alive a long time, 
seen many Sultans, but I never thought I would live 
to see a thing like this. 

youna MAN: Your days are over, old man. What’s the 
usc of Sultans who didn’t allow a subject within a 
mile’s distance? This King now, he isn’t afraid 
to be human— 

THIRD MAN: But does he have to make such a fuss about 
being human? Announce his mistakes tọ the whole 
world— invite the entire capital? 

OLD MAN: And get kicked by an infidel too. It’s an 
insult to Islam. 

Youna MAN: That’s good that! Insult to Islam! So 
you want to teach him Islam, do you? Tell me, how 
often did you pray before he came to the throne? 

THIRD MAN: That isn’t the point. 

YOUNG MAN: That’s precisely the point. Not even once a 
week, I bet, Now you pray five times a day because 
that’s the law and if you break it, you'll have the 
officers on your neck, Can you mention one earlier 
Sultan in whose time people read the Koran in the 
streets like now? Just one? 

oLD MAN: What’s the use? One must act according 
toit... 

THIRD MAN: All this about the Hindus not paying the 
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jiziya tax. That’s against the Koran, you know. 
A Mowlvi told me that— 

HINDU: Now, now, don’t look at me when you say that. 
We didn’t want an exemption! Look, when a Sultan 
kicks me in the teeth and says, “Pay up, you Hindu 
dog’, Pm happy. I know I m safe. But the moment 
a man comes along and says, ‘I know you are a Hindu, 
but you are also a human being’-—well, that makes 
me nervous. 

YOUNG MAN: Ungrateful wretch! 


oLD man: But this wretch is our best friend, Jamal. 
Beware of the Hindu who embraces You. Before you 
know what, he’ll turn Islam into another caste and call 
the Prophet an incarnation of his god... 


The PUBLIC ANNOUNCER comes out and beats his drum. 
Silence. 


ANNOUNCER: Attention! Attention! In the name of 
Allah it is hereby announced that Vishnu Prasad, a 
Brahmin of Shiknar, had filed a suit against His 
Merciful Majesty, that his land had been seized illegally 
by the officers of the State and that he should be given 
just compensation for the loss of the land and the 
privation ‘resulting therefrom. The Kazi-i-Mumalik 

aving considered. this matter carefully and in full 

detail has declared . . . 


He pauses far effect. The audience is tense and the 
ANNOUNCER looks pleased. 


+++has declared that the Brahmin’s claim is just. . . 


Commotion in the crowd. The ANNOUNCER silences them 

with a couple of drum beats and continues. 
... that the Brahmin’s claim is just and that His 
Merciful Majesty is guilty of illegal appropriation of 
land. The Kazi-i-Mumalik has further declared that 
in return for the land and in compensation of the 
privation resulting from its loss the said Vishnu Prasad 
should receive a grant of five hundred silver dinars 
from the State Treasury. 
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Renewed commotion. But the ANNOUNCER isn’t finished yet. 
His Merciful Majesty has accepted the decision of the 
Kazi-i-Mumalik as just and in addition to the grant of 
five hundred silver dinars has offered the said Vishnu 
Prasad a post in the Civil Service to ensure him a 
regular and adequate income. 


Beats the drums again and retires. 


OLD MAN: What folly is this! May Heaven guide our 
Sultan. Eee 

uinbu: I don’t believe a word of it. There’s something more 
to this, that much is obvious— 

The ANNOUNCER comes out followed by MUHAMMAD, the 
Kazi and the retinue. i 
ER: Attention! Attention! The Warrior in tl 

Nath of God, the Defender of the Word of the Prophet, 
the Friend of the Khalif, the Just, His Merciful 
Majesty, Sultan Muhammad Tughlaq. 

crowp: Victory—to the King. 

MUHAMMAD: My beloved people, you have heard the 
judgement of the Kazi and scen: for yourselves how 
justice works in my kingdom—without any 
consideration of might or weakness, religion or creed. 
May this moment burn bright and light up our path 
towards greater justice, equality, progress and peace 
—not just peace but a more purposeful life. g 
And to achieve this end I am taking a new step in which 
I hope I shall have your support and cooperation, 
Later this year the capital of my empire will be moved 
from Delhi to Daulatabad. 7 

The crowd reacts in bewilderment. MUHAMMAD smiles. 
Your surprise is natural, but I beg you to realize that 
this is no mad whim of a tyrant. My ministers and _ 

J took this decision after careful thought and discussion. 
My empire is large now and embraces the South and 
I need a capital which is at its heart. Delhi is 190 near 
the border and as you well know its peace is never 
free from the fear of invaders. But for me the most 
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important factor is that Daulatabad is a city of the 
Hindus and as the capital it will symbolize the bond 
between Muslims and Hindus which I wish to develop 
and strengthen in my kingdom. I invite you all to 
accompany me to Daulatabad. This is only an 
invitation and not an order. Only those who have 
faith in me may come with me. With their help I 
shall build an empire which will be the envy of the 
world, 

Exits with the retinue. 

oLD MAN: You can go to the Kazi-i-Mumalik for small 
offences. But who do you appeal to.against such 
madness? 

THIRD MAN: This is tyranny! Sheer tyranny! Move the 
capital to Daulatabad! Such things never happened 
in his father’s days—may his soul rest in peace. Now 
he’s got his father’s throne. He isn’t happy with 
that and— 

younc Man: What do you mean? 

THIRD MAN: What? 

vounge MAN: What did you mean by that—when you said 
he had got his father’s throne? 

THIRD MAN: Don’t try to threaten me, boy. The whole 
capital saw it. 

YOUNG MAN: Saw what? 

THIRD MAN: You know what. 

YOUNG MAN: Were you there? 

THIRD MAN: There were others—my friends— 

ounce MAN: Hang your friends! Were you there? 

THIRD MAN: No! 

young MAN: Well, I was. And I tell you it was an 
accident. 

THIRD MAN: I see. 

YOUNG MAN: It was. The elephant suddenly went wild. 
The crowds must have frightened it. It just ran and 
dashed against the wooden pandal. And the pandal 
collapsed. 

OLD MAN: Very convenient. 
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Scene One 


THIRD MAN: And to think the procession had been 
arranged by the father in his honour! 

YOUNG MAN: But the Sultan had gone to the mosque to 
pray! The old Sultan should never have had the 
procession at prayer time—You all know it was prayer 
time and the Sultan never misses a prayer! 

minnu: Yes, yes, we know that. But tell me. How did the 
elephant know it was time for prayer? 


Laughter, 


THIRD MAN: All right, don’t trust my word. But do you 
think a man like Sheikh Imam-ud-din would lie? Well, 
he said in clear loud words that it was murder. And. 
‘he said it publicly—I was there! 

OLD MAN (eagerly): You've seen the Sheikh? 

THIRD MAN: Why, of course. Only a week ago. In 
Kanpur. What a man! What a voice! The 
audience was spcll-bound. And he said the Sultan’s 
guilty of killing his father and brother, he said. He 
said so many other things too—about Islam and 
what’s happening to it. It was the most inspiring 
speech I’ve ever heard. The audience went wild and 
burnt down half of Kanpur, You think he would 
talk like that if he wasn’t sure? 

OLD MAN: They say he looks like the Sultan, 

THIRD MAN: No—not very much. People exaggerate, 
you know. But he has a certain resembiance—some 
gestures, you know, some mannerisms— 

uunpu; Perhaps that’s where he gets his habit of making 
speeches. 

THIRD MAN; Watch your words, infidel. Don’t you dare 
mock a saint like him. 


The GUARD comes out of the Court, 
GUARD: All right, all right. Go home! What are you 
waiting for? The show’s over! Go home— 
The crowd disperses, Only AAZAM remains, hanging around, 
Well, what do you want? 
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aazam: Nothing, I just wanted to see the Brahmin. He 
hasn’t come out yet, has he? 
ovaro: Oh, get away. Wants to see the Brahmin, if you 
please. Be 
aazam Telezb. The GUARD looks inte the Court and shouts. 
Cote out-—come out. Don’t be scared, Your 
Highness. 
The BRAHMIN comes out. 
Perhaps Your Highness wil! went an escort to see you 
safely home! Complaining against the Sultan! 
Bloody Infidel! Get going, Im already late. 
BRAHAN: Yes, yes. Certainly. Good-bye. 
guarp: Good-bye. 
Goes in and shuts the door. The BRAHMIN starts to go. 
Aazam follows him and then slowly taps him on the 
shoulder. 


aazam: Ho ...300... 

The sranmin whirls round and pulls out a dagger as he 
aazam: Oops... 

Thy watch each other, nazau’s jaw falls in surprise. 
Who? Not... not... 


Aazam? 
ziz? What on earth... 


Gives a shout of joy, lifts aziz up and whirls him round 
and round ecstatically. 


Az: Let me dewn—let me down— 


AAzAM lets him down. 
And hold your tongue. If they find out, I’m 
finished, man. 
aagaxt: But- 1 don’t see you for years and thea—this--- 
this? 
aziz: Shut up! 


Aszam: K thought some was, fonay. E mean a man 


Scene Bae 
Fhe mone of anak sik under & 46. 


kommon piek ket Dut yon are to ne 
Set Uap ee that. A Munan GoD! can become 


old friend, PI uiet for nothing, So? 
ama: Did po ge proclamation the other day? 


announcer.) 

‘Henceforth people may file a suit against the Sultan 
himself for the mishebaviour of hie vs No 
one need have any fear... Justice will be done.. 
Et cetera. Well, I was at the end of my tether then. 
There's no future in being a dhabi these days. 
So I did a bit of thinking, There's a Brahmin called 
Vishnu Prasad whose land had been confiscated 
I shaved my head and went te him. T said I would 
buy the land. 

aazam: Please a little slowly. I—you knew I’m not very 
bright. But what's the point? I mean the land was 
confiscated, wasn’t it? 

azz: Exactly, that’s what he said too. But I said, ‘Never 
mind about that.’ So he sold me the land—hack- 
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dating the contract. And I filed my suit. Well, here 

I am. Five hundred silver dinars for nothing, and 

a job in His Merciful Majesty's own Civil Service. 
aazam: But what if he had cut off your head instead? 


aziz laughs. 


Anyway, xy did you have to dress up in these 

ungodly clothes? Couldn’t yo i 

n sea you have come like a 

aziz (scandalized): But then what would happen to the 
tning’s impartial justice? A Muslim plaintiff against 
a Muslim king? I mean, where’s the question of 
justice there? Where’s the equality between Hindus 
and Muslims? If on the other hand the plaintiff's a 
Hindu. . . well, you saw the crowds. 

aAazAM: Complicated! 

aziz: It’s a bit too subtle for you. Anyway here’s my 
offer. From tomorrow I join the Civil Service. 
Why don’t yeu come along too? TIl get you a job 
under me. You know, a Brahmin with a Musli 
fiend ve Sultan wil like tha se 

vazas: No, thanks, Pm quite happy— 

aziz: Come along, It won’t be for long. I don’t intend 
to i a eon S my life! There’s money here and 
we'll make a pile by the tim 

well me Ke ap y e we reach Daulatabad. 

Aziz: How should I know? 


SCENE TWO 


A room in the palace. MUHAMMAD ts bent «cir & chess-board, 
smiling with suppressed excitement. The STEP-MCTHER enters. 


STEP-MOTHER: Muhammad— 

MUHAMMAD: Ah, there you are! Absolutely at the right 
moment. If you had come a minute earlicr, the 
world would have been so much poorer. 

sTEP-MOTHER: Really? That sounds very important. 

MunaMMAD: But it is. I have just solved the most famous 
problem in chess. Even al-Adli and as-Sarakhi 
said it was insoluble. And it’s so simple— 

STEP-MOTHER: Who were they? 

MUHAMMAD: Mother! How can you ask? They were the 
greatest chess players the world’s ever seen. 

STEP-MOTHER: What sw- T know about your chess? 

You'd better write to Ain-ul-Mulk about it. He'll love ît 

MUHAMMAD: Funny ye: should mention him, I was just 
thinking of him—but not with reference to chess. 
You see, my dear friend Ain-ul-Mulk, the companion. 
of my childhood, my fellow champion in chess, is at 
this very moment marching on Delhi. 

sTEp-MoTHER: What? What do you mean? 

MUHAMMAD: Exactly what I said. He is marching on 
Delhi with an army of thirty thousand. 

srep-MOTHER: But why, Muhammad? 

MUHAMMAD: I don’t know. The last letter I wrote to hir 
asked him to be the Governor of the Deccan. I nevi 
a strong man there and J thought he would like it. 

STEP-MOTHER: But there must be some other reason! 

(No reply.) What are you going to do now? 

MUHAMMAD: Do the best I can. But I don’t even have 
six thousand soldiers—Look, I was so happy about 
this problem and now you’ve ruined it all. Anyway, 
you came for something? 
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Dum lag 
See MOWER: Tt GUESA HACET any Bote. 
sere ein ‘tows, cata 
+ Tak Weed abut yor Soli aigi. 


Vou Hever Seeha ò i jest 
ener aye ever Bo 0 Bed Bt BH. TL jost 
HASAN G iitlds) a thihk years forta ‘he 


i Nae ABBE 
“Mite pom nE E ea ‘iy time 8 ‘this? 


Pines ‘ty ‘Uke héseibodrd. 


a'd you ‘do all 
‘ee othe Nii 


Le Sit Sas ain 
ft ie wats ‘a 
ges Heh to Hero 
A aN apis, watts. THEA tein, 
„ü tfo tihe tép‘of" ete jt fide in 
t to thy y geai Cette, "ti 
meee loth he i 
i oth ‘shi re yötür 8. sats E 
aN Hen, ias fe: Wears SEEN 
FERATA tho a ‘fr. 
ite iy Hikitia HOW! 
Hil eee fe iih With REY. EEE, e 
aha Gover Hi tie Msi dries jst 
ee cia be Birtice Yok’ 
P hiy 'Hratichi ih levë 
hilei} s hate E GUE EA ain? 
Wih E éd ih elke eth Weel ts il igi Te Ne 


ee 'ulgth A hiette GHN Y a ‘gia “HHA iy 
PN Oe na 
d ne 
xu oht cell fie Hp hreh “th a 


E EE aaa hans shine 
with yiu te NA ak Mitiple ae ik oe 


Scene Two 


giving a royal . Even Ain-ul-Matk 
doesn’t seem to Sop you~ 

munawan: Moraer, suppose I die figiting Ain-ul-Mulx— 

sterwoTtER: Siop iti 

wor awntaa: No, really. Sue T die in the battle. 
Whar of it? Why shi I waste my last few days 
worrying? T am not worried about my enemies, Pm 
only worried about my people. 

sitenroraéR: Pompous ass! As thoug’ other kings didn’t 
ho dhat, 

woasiniap: No, they didn’t. Lovk at the past Sultans of 
Delhi. They coulda’t bear the weight of their crown. 
They cowdw’t teave it ‘aside, $0 dicey died senile in 
‘heir youth ‘or wore. murdered. 

srepcmoiniter (sharply): Please, Muhammad— 

wremasiap: What? 

sterarormcr: Nothing—l ' can't bear to sce you joking 
abaut marder. 

MURAK: Why rot? 

srormortteRr: J can't, Thats all. 


Sitmee. Whey ane ‘bath tense now. 


srona: Se yen tao bbolieve thm picce of gossip? 

geirr: Wihinigossip? 

aus (tacking): What ‘gossip? What sscwndall? 
Yoa mow perloi well what Tmean, 

aroraa: Don’t he sily. T didn’t meen amything of 
‘dhett Yoind. 

moman: But you do wliere #02 Amd wiy Shodhim’t 
wou? “Rife aili my awn madhor Idle it. ‘The 
whole amim Idlioves it. Niy emits Ibdliowe iit. Why 
adhodlantc my stepmother dliewe ie 

aroso (flaring Up) Strut win, Hod!!! Pwe wa you 
wortchhace wou aallling me etl 

seairsnssaecen Geeta edim. att saith ded tbarate cabeiouestess5: 
fLiarow. But youre my y gtapamotor! 


Sltence. Hitter He wow AHR, 
mosas: fin dhe mame hf Mikth. Wiice Mihamm: & 
mt 
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Najib and Zia-ud-din Barani t 
Majesty ‘ani to see you, Your 
wuHamMaD: Send them in. 


The DOOR-KEEPER goes out, The SYEP-MOTHER 
lowers the veil on her face. NAJIB and BARANI enter. 


NAJIB 
Bales } In the name of Allah. 


MUHAMMAD: Come in, come in. I was just sayi 
Mother... ee 

STEP-MOTHER: Muhammad, why don’t you tell them 
about your chess? 

HUHAMIAD | Because they aren’t interested. Barani is a 

istorian—he’s only interested in playing chess with 
the shadows of the dead. And Najib’s a politician — 
he wants pawns of flesh and blood. He doesn’t have 
the patience o beat life into these bones. One 
needs Ain-ul-Mulk for that. So Najib, h 
have we reached? i noe 

Najm: Pm doing my best, Your Majesty. But I don’t 
think we'll get more than six thousand. The odds 
against us are very heavy... 

Barani: May I know what odds, Your Majesty? 

Najib: ... but another equally important problem has 
come up, Your Majesty. Sheikh Imam-ud-din is 
in Delhi. 

MUHAMMAD: Aha! Then we should take his blessings 
before we leave. i 

Najis: Yes, Your Majesty, and get rid of him. 

BARANI: What a terrible thi 
ane le thing to say about a holy man 

MUHAMMAD (smiles to the STEP-MOTHER, ež faining): Naiit 
is UEC Breas e Sheikh nilie see ae 

nds that i i i om 
e abdicate. The Sheikh thinks I’m 

NajB: It’s worse than that. He has be 
ie . come a backbone 
et pate s. As for what else he says, you may 
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MUHAMMAD: So you've heard him, Barani. What’s he 
like? Is it true he looks like me? 

Barani (flustered): A little, Your Majesty. But—how did 
Najib know I had heard the Sheikh? Forgive me, 
Your Majesty, but I don’t like being spied upon. 

Naje: It’s my job to know. That’s why I asked you to 


come here with me now. 

MUHAMMAD: Surely a historian doesn’t need an invitation 
to watch history take shape! Come, Barani, what 
does he say? 

BARANI: It’s as Your Majesty said. . - - He says the Sultan 
is a disgrace to Islam. 
munanman: That’s all? I coul 

What else? 


Silence. 


waje: He says Your Majesty has forfeited the right to rule, 
by murdering your father and brother at prayer time. 


The STEP-MOTHER and BARANI react sharply, but 
munaman is still. A shori pause. 


MUHAMMAD (quietly): Did he say that? 
BARANI (almost in a whisper): Yes, Your Majesty. 
MUHAMMAD: So now they talk about it openly, do thev? 
BARANI: He said it in the heat of the moment, Your 
Majesty. I'm sure he didn’t mean it. Your Majesty 
must ignore these little things. 
MUHAMMAD: Do you really think parricide is a little thing? 
‘And fratricide? And the pollution of prayer? It’s 
not what people say, Barani, it’s their crooked minds 
that horrify me. Look at my own mother—she 
won't talk to me now—not because father died but 
because my brother died in that accident. He was 
more amenable to her whims and he would have made 
a better king for her. So she believes I killed them. 
Do you know, I’ve just found out that even this 
step-mother of mine thinks I am a murderer. 


ld find worse faults in me. 


Silence. 
aye (quietly): What about the Sheikh, Your Majesty? 
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MUHAMMAD Gr @ had wie): Let him babble. He is a 
‘saline, Ws his privilege. 

Sane: J Bat we must do something. In Kanpur, theyre 

yell wowing aid ihe Started ic. New he's drore—in the 
Capial, 

BARANE: But His Majesty is right. The people have beon 
told that they have a tight to Giititize the Sukan, to 
Voice Uret Grievances opery. ‘Surely ‘this is the Gime 
ko show What de Saliva micans tt—that they were 
pa KA words. The people will saroly reapond to 

tis Minjesty’s courage, Homesty and justice. . 

SANE | eras iage, InoResty wad jee! My dear 
Barani, Wwe ave dealing with a ‘political probier! 

ind that’s whore ‘they count Prost. 

i a ‘Here the iingdom of which the 

Prophet thas sifted ws wast Bosom. Gh’ You won't 
udad jt. Vou Bide dbdéhood thas twisted 
Your Ades hoyond Mpa. 

Wajik: Dio you kew Why T eee ip Bandai? Betsuse 
fit GaN Spink ‘of yanim ‘of society, Ti Gaty eked 
“Of dhe voty tial sewl—awhile a peor, 
Hended wota ‘screnined Hn Awehy aoihd. So A 
fheasinc a Niinlltin, Harin is weie eent ‘this world, 
A said, HE thg ihe aeeoa OE Heaven ‘en omidh. 

ea Hh: ine it waay wok, Where's erty the 
HÀ Wt ritit aD h firreiby. 
hate Cerne "ait ijfedtonaltey: He whit dees tht 
prosaik Tahi Nsom? 

HARAN: FSS gys, Wydr Nipe. ie wes tke 

AS iL 


Wis: Neiere! TAC Hate Haa a migr. Won Cunt 
vg te 1. Wesco (uti thin Hehe, wewe Mfiniblhee. 
et Seen Nine Mate, 
sone erHtdd\:: Bitraker tto When? 
elt Nie, ire its nionem em dhii. 
SN: war demt hsdinase ite! ie But you wim 
‘ade hasieliy, Wau Wropesey. there's dhome bean 
‘Seetive URUK ai a treariedily.) Kau Raw 
Annuli. Hre iis agh in Thin AHL weeh ps YOu. 
r4 


Seane Two 


Nk ew? He 
aoe ie is Yor We Yo Concentrate ‘On 


oo > We can’t waste ‘stir eve Gn 
a enter a ‘Gator, fiend ‘or saint, whd He 


SARANI: pate rent wattle Co ireny Wy ? 
Apt: TO HON a ies Obvildies. 
‘rie ake Tyk t hith Th Steps. 


TARIMAD : I ‘is? 


‘cttitle Mb he ihireiNe, Here 
ore Roce 


fe! 
enh ter Sing sith he Gerr 
risking Hih tio Tee Ri : 
f3 re gasped a nie ih is sek? 


see ee , 
=n si oe Ks eae 


el thah? MS 


Hih. 

Nit yöt ite Hts W i 
atr n ae SHAPE. 3 
Wey > Aa TGA GSE ee ee. 


t: Nb, 


oian, A raae aeren die Sillar, 


“ai 
HAY: ag 


Tughlag 


MUHAMMAD silences her with a gesture of impatience. 


MUHAMMAD: So, Najib, what do you propose? 

nagyis: I can’t think of anything right now, Your Majesty 
—except that the Sheikh has a striking resemblance 
to you. 


MUHAMMAD, startled, stares at NAJIB. 


BARANI: What has the Sheikh got to do with this? 
MUHAMMAD (slowly): You are a devil, Najib! (Pause. 
Then briskly), Good, We’ll think about that. In the 
meantime, the army should be ready to march. We’ll 
start for Kanauj the day after tomorrow in the evening. 
STEP-MOTHER: And who'll look after the administration 
here, Muhammad? 
MUHAMMAD: Najib will be here. 


The STEP-MOTHER obviously doesn’t like the answer. NAJIB 
smiles ironically but not too openly. 


Besides I have invited Shihab-ud-din, the Prince of 
Sampanshahr, to be here in my absence. You see, 
the Amir there doesn’t like me very much, so I 
thought inviting his son would be a nice friendly 
gesture. 

BARANI: What’s all this, Your Majesty? I can’t follow 
a thing. But my heart irembies for you. 

MUHAMMAD: Forgive me if I let you down, Barani, but 
1 must play this game my own way. Come, Najib, 
we must see the Commander-in-Chief. Mother, if 
you'll excuse us (Bows to her.) 

STEP-MOTHER: Can Barani stay for a while? I want to 
talk to him. 

MUHAMMAD: Why, yes, certainly. 


MUHAMMAD and NAJIB go out. Silence. 


STEP-MOTHER: I don’t know what to say, Barani. I 
mustn’t complain against my own son— 
BARANI: Your Highness may place full trust in me. 
STEP-MOTHER: I know, that’s why I asked you to stay. I am 
worried about him. You know what he is like. He is 
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such an intelligent boy and he works so hard for the 
people. He doesn’t even go to bed these days. 
(Pause.) But he is so imnuisive—and when he gets 
into one of his moods I don’t know what he'll do next. 
(Pause.) You are a sober man, Barani, level-headed 
and honest, and he needs frineds like you. I just 
wanted to ask you. ... Oh, God! It all sounds so 
stupid. R 

Barant: I fully understand Your Highness’s feelings. 

STEP-MOTHER: It's not that. It’s just that I don’t like so 
many of his advisers and friends. (Suddenly.) Please 

romise me not to leave him—cvcr—whatever he does. 

FARANI (overwhelmed to the point of tears): May God help me 
to retain such confidence untarnished. I won't leave 
His Majesty, Your Highness, I promise you. I love 
him too much to do that. 

STEP-MOTHER: Look at him now. He won’t show it, but 
Ain-ul-Mulk has hurt him. And this Sheikh Imam- 
ud-din— I don’t know what he’s going to do. 

parani: It’s not for me to advise, Your Highness, but I 
have to mention it. I am not jealous of Najib and I 
admire his integrity. But sometimes I am bothered 
by his influence on the Sultan. 

scEP-MoTHER; I know. I am watching. PH wait for a 
few days. (With sudden violence.) If he goes on like 
this, I won't wish his fate even on a dog! 


BARANI, driven to tears by her maternal concern, looks up 
startled by the venom in her voice. 
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The ANNOURCER, 

ANNOUNCER: Attention! Attention! The 
Slave of the Lord, the Mercifut, the 
ever- Victorious Sultan Muhammad has 
declared that this evening after the 
prayer a meeting will be organized in 
the yard in front of the Big’ 

Imam-ud-din, who is revered. 
alt over India as a Saint and as one 
who stands in the Grace of will 


wrong 

measures harmful to the country and 
the Faith His Majesty himself will 

be present at the meeting te seck 
direction from the Revered Sheikh, 
and the citizens of Delhi are requested 
to attend the meeting in large numbers 
and do likewise Attention! Attention! 


SCENE THREE 


The yard in front of the ig Masque, MURAMMAD aad SHEIKH 
IMANUD-DIN and a few odd servants of the polace, Ne ene else. 
There is a long silence, 


munanman (suddenly): I can’t bear this ar i} 

am-up-pin: Why Your Majesty? You be happy 
if no ong turns aP ak 

munanman: Do you think I would have gone to the 
trouble of arranging this meeting if I didn’: want my 
people to hear you? I don’t want my people to be 
dumb cattle, Sheikhsahib; and I do not claim to be 
omniscient myself. 1 am quite willing to learn from 


you—even 8 
mAM-UD-DIN: Wil ‘you be as eager when you hear me, 

I wonder? You know I am not the type to sweeten, 

my words because the Sultan himself is present. 
wunamMan: Don't I know it? The whole of Delhi has 

heard of the courage and integrity of Sheikh Imam- 

ud-din. 1 would not have taken so much trouble 

for anyone else. 

Claps, A SERVANT enters end bows. 


Go at once and tell the Vizier I want everyone here— 
all the Khans, Amirs, Sardars—cveryone—and at once! 

IMaM-uD-rin: Rut Your Majesty, I haven't come here te 
speak to a collection i 

munawan: And Pm afraid I can't go now from door to 
door asking people to come. I should have given 
orders a: the Court today. We have been waiting for 
over half an hour—and not a soul has come yet! 
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for Jalani and the country. If no one comes today, 
well, no matter, TIl go to the market-place tomorrow 
and speak there. s R ak 


MUHAMMAD signs lo the SERVANT to go. He goes out. 


muHAMMAD: Would you believe me if I told you I have 
never consciously tried to go against the tenets of 
Islam? 

IMAM-UD-DIN; Please, Your Majesty, even you can’t believe 
that! I can quote scores of transgressions. If they 
weren’t wilful, they could only be results of ignorance. 
But I can’t believe that in a scholar of your eminence. 
Perhaps you are sincere. But if one fails to understand 
what the Koran says one must ask the Sayyids and 
the Ulema. Instead you have pur the best of them 
behind bars in the name of justice. 

MUHAMMAD: They tried to indulge in politics—I couldn't 
allow that. Í have never denied the word of God. 
Sheikhsahib, because its my bread and drink. T need 
it most when the surrounding void pushes itself into 
my soul and starts putting out every light burning 
there. But I am alone in my life. My kiugdom has 
millions--Muslims, Hindus, Jains. Yes, there is 
dirt and sickness in my kingdom. But why should 
I call on Ged to clean the dirt deposited by men? 

IMAM-UD-DIN; Because only the Voice of God, he Hoiv 
Word, can do it. Please listen to me, Your Majesiy. 
The Arabs spread Islam round the world and they 
struggled and fought for it for seven hundred years. 
They are tired now, limp and exhausted. But their 
work must continue and we need someone to take the 
lead. You could do it. You are one of the most 
powerful kings on earth today and you could spread 
the Kingdom of Heaven on earth. God has given you 
everything—-power, learning, intelligence, talent. 
Now you rust repay His debt. 

MUHAMMAD: No one can go far on his knees, I have a long 
way to go. I can’t afford to crawl—I have to gallop. 

20 


Scene Three 


IMAM-Ub-pin: And you will do it without the Koran to 
guide you? Beware, Sultan, you are trying to become 
another God. It’s a sin worse than parricide. 

MUHAMMAD (refusing the bait): Only an atheist can try to be 
God. I am God’s most humble slave. 

imaM-uD-pIN: Yes. And slaves have often tried to replace 
their masters. 

monamMaD: My congratulations, Imam-ud-din Sahib. 

For a saint you are very good at innuendocs—I know: 
all about slaves. My grandfather was one and he 
became a king. But that was in mundane politics. 
The analogy doesn’t work here. 

iMaw-uD-pin: Religion! Politics! Take heed, Sultan, ons 
day these verbal distinctions will rip you into two. 

muEAMMAD: Don’t I know it? 1 still remember the days 
when I read the Greeks—Sukrat who took poison 
so he could give the world the drink of gods, Aflatoon 
who condemned poets and wrote incomparably 

beautiful poetry himself—and I can still feel the 
thrill with which I found a new world, a world L had 
not found in the Arabs or even the Koran. They toire 
me into shreds. And to be whole now, I shall have 
to kill the part of me which sang to them. And 

my kingdom too is what I am—torn into pieces by 
visions whose validity I can’t derty. You are asking 
me to make myself complete by killing the Greck in 
me and you propose to unify my people by denying 
the visions which ied Zarathustra or the Buddha. 
(Smiles.) I'm sorry. But it can’t he done. 

imas-up-pin: You are a learned man. You may be 
able to manage this delicate balance within yourself. 
But a kingdom needs not one king but a line of rulers. 
Will they manage this balance? Where are these bril- 
liant successors of yours? Where are these guarantors 
of your balanced future? 

MtHaMMAD: There is none—yet. But I haven’t lost hope. 
J shall find them and teach them to think like me. 
[uey are only cattle yet, but I shall make men out of 
‘jaw of them. Look, Sheiklivakib, in Kanpur you 
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feund so many honest men that they burnt down the 
whole of Kanpur. They are still on the rampage 
there and your words inspire them. Now you’ve 
come to Delhi and there isn’t even a fiy to listen to you. 
They are staving away—al home, safe and secure 
‘They don’t want you here. Do you know why? 

Silence. 


Because they suspect you now. The moment they 
heard that I, the Sultan, was organizing a meeting in 
which you, my severest critic, was going to speak—- 
they became suspicious. Why should the Sulan 
sponsor lis worst critic? They have smelt a trap. 
And wisely they have stayed away, 

IMAM-VD-DIN (stunned): Was this a trap? 

MUHAMMAD; No, I promise you. 

Isam-up-pin: But—-you knew this would happen? 

MUHAMMAD: I didn’t know. But I half expected it. I 
know my people. 

ivaweub-pin; So they think I'm your spy-—and you knew 
it when you arranged this meeting! 

MUHAMMAD: Belicve me, Sheikhsahib, Yin sorry 1 am not 
disappointed. Yes, they will now decide you are a 
spy-- they'll greet you as a spy in the market-place 
tomorrow. But now you do sec what I mean, don’t 
you? You are known as a saint and you have risked 
your life by speaking out against the Sultan. Yet a 
trick—-and they supper! you. It’s futile to think of 
them as members of the dar-ul-Islam. Generations of 
devout Sultans have twisted their minds and I have 
to mend their minds before I can think of their souls. 


There is a tong silence. Then SHEIKH IMAM-UD-DIN 
starts to move down slowly. 


IMAM-Ub-DIN: My turn to congratulate you. Your 
experiment was a brilliant success. Yes, I have 
learnt my lesson. Thank you—and good-bye 

mutamap: Good-bye? You are not going? 

IMaM-UD-pIN: You have finished my work for me. You 
don’t want me to wait longer, do you? For an 


22 


audience which won't turn up? 

MUHAMMAD: I need your help, Sheikhsahib. 

IMAM-UD-DIN: Don’t play any more games with me— 

MUHAMMAD: There's no time for games. I am desperate. 
Ain-ul-Mulk of Avadh is marching on Delhi at this 
very moment. 

istaw-ep-piv: What? Your intimate friend and confidant? 
Why? No, 1 don't wish to know why. That's 
poli and you know your way there. But why tell 
me this? 

wtnasstab: Because 1 want peace. I am willing to mae 
peace but how can I do it? I don’t even know why 
he has turned against me. He won’t even see my 
official envoys. (Pause) But he will see you. 


The sHEIKU is about to speak. But MUHAMMAD 

goes on. 
He respects you as every Muslim in India does. He 
will trust your word. That's why I'm asking you-~ 
will you please go as my envoy and dissuade him from 
this folly? Please Sheikhsahib, Pm not asking you 
only for my sake but for all the Muslims who will dic 
at the hands of Muslims if there is a war. 


Pause. 

IxAM-UD-DIN: I don’t trust your motives. 

MUHAMMAD: What do my motives matter? You can’t 
deny that this war will mean a slaughter of Muslims 
at the hands of fellow-Muslims. Isn’t that enougt: 
for the great Sheikh Imam-ud-din? You have 
attacked me for inaction. You can’t turn away 
now when you are offered a chance. You can’t! 

inam-up-pin: I know I can’t. 

MUHAMMAD: So you agree? 

IMAM-UD-DIN: Do you leave me an alternative? 

MUHAMMAD (slowly): PIL never be able to thank you 
enough for this. 

Claps his hands. A SERVANT enters and bows. 


Bring the robes of honour for the ruyalenvoy. At ono 
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The SERVANT departs. 

IMAM-UD-DIN; You don’t mean the robes are ready. 

MUHAMMAD: Forgive me, Sheikhsahib, but I knew you 
wouldn’t refuse. 

MAM-UP-DIN: But what about Ain-ul-Mutk? Won't he 
also think of me as your spy? It won’t take long 
before he will know of this. (Indicates the empty 
auditorium.) 

MUHAMMAD: He-is not a fool. Besides he won’t know. 
There isn’t time. We have to start before nightfall. 
Ain-ul-Mulk has already started and we must meet 
him near the plains of Kanauj. 

The SERVANT brings the robes of honour and the head- 
dress on a golden plate, MUHAMMAD takes the robe 
and goes near the SHEIKH, 


(MAM-UD-DIN (stopping him): If you want peace, what does 
it matter where we meet him? 
MUHAMMAD: I do want peace. But I can’t leave anything 
to chance. If Ain-ul-Mulk refuses, I have to have 
my army in a safe place. I owe it to my soldiers. 
Pause. 
‘MAM-UD-DIN: You know, Sultan, I’m just beginning to 
understand why they say you are the cleverest man 
in the world. 
NUHAMMAD: I am an incompetent fool—will you wear the 
robes now? 
iMAM-UD-DIN: Very well, 
He puts on the robes, MUHAMMAD places the head-dress 
on his head. They stand facing each other. The dress 
makes them look even more alike, 
I wish I could be more sure of you. .. 


SCENE FOUR 


The Palace. sW1HAB-UD-DIN is reading a few letters. There 
is an announcement. 


POOR-KEEPER (announcing): Her -Highness the Queen 
Mother. 

SHIHAB-UD-DIN leaps up. The STEP-MOTHER enters and 
he bows to her. 

SHIHAB-UD-DIN: Welcome, Your Highness. I am most 
honoured by the visit but, had Your Highness sent 
for me, I would have come myself. 

STEP-MOTHER: I suddenly felt frightened, .Shihab-ud-din. 
I couldn’t bear the tension any longer. Has there 
been any further news? 

SHIHAB-UD-DIN: I’m afraid not, Your Highness. The 
last bulletin was received a week ago. Your Highness 
knows the contents. There has been nothing since 
then. I’m sorry but— 

STEP-MOTHER: No, no, please don’t apologize. I don’t 
know what I should have done without you here. 
You know when Muhammad said he was inviting © 
you to look after Delhi, I didn’t understand him at all. 
I couldn’t see why he had to ask you, rather than a 
local Amir, I knôw now-—he couldn’t have chosen 
a better man. . 

SHIMAB-UD-DIN: I am most grateful for Your Highness’s 
trust: But I did very little. The credit should go to 
Vizier Muhammad Najib. . 

STEP-MOTHER: Oh! Don’t talk to me about him. Thanks 
to you, I didn’t have to deal with him. 

SHIHAR-UD-DIN: Your Highness’s most humble servant. 


The DOOR-KEEPER enters. 


DCOF-KEEPER: In the name of Allah. Sardar Ratansingh. 
SHIHAB-UD-DIN (excited): He is here? Send him in at once. 
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The DOOR-KEEPER goes out. 
STEP MOTHER: Who is that? 
SHIHAB-UD-DIN: My adopted brother, Your Highness. 
sTEP-MOTHER: Him! He'll have news of the front then! 


RATANSINGH enters, SHIHAB-UD-DIN goes to hint in 
great excitement and embraces him. 


SHItAB-UD-pIN: Welcome, Ratansingh. What happened? 
RATANSINCH: His Majesty is back in Delhi. We arrived 
a few minutes ago. 
sTEP-MOTHER: Oh, then J must go. 7 
RATANSINGH: Forgive me, Your Highness, but His Majesty 
has gone to see the Vizier. He has asked me to in- 
form Your Highness that he will be here any minute, 


The STEP-MOTHER doesn’t like it, Bur she swallows it. 


STEP-MOTHER: But I can’t understand it. Why didn’t he 
send word he was coming? Why this secrecy? 

RATANSINGH (hesitates): I don’t think it was meant to be 
secret, Your Highness. It’s just that His Majesty seems 
much affected by the death of Sheikh Imam-ud-din 

STEP-MOTHER: What? Sheikh Imam-ud-din dead? 

RATANSNGH: Yes, Your Highness. He was killed in the 
battle. 


Her face goes white. 
shin AB-UD-DIN: But what was the Sheikh doing in the 
battle? 
DOCR-KEEPER (off-stage): The Warrior in the path of God, 
the Victorious, the Mighty, His Majesty the Sultan. 
MUHAMMAD enters with NAJIB end BARANI. 
<WHAB-UD-DIX (bows): In the name of Allah. May He 
shower grcater successes on Your Majesty. 
MUBAMMAD: That’s no way to welcome, Shihab. Core-~ 
They embrace. 


I am grateful to you for looking after my people in 
my absence. 
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SHIHAB-UD-pIN: Your Majesty’s humble slave. 
STEP-MOTHER: Muhammad, what’s this about Shcikh 
Imam-ud-din? 


MUHAMMAD freezes. Then slowly, 


muuAMMav: Did you have to mention it now? It was 4 
terrible sight. They brought his body into my tent and 
I felt—as though it was I who was lying dead there 
and that he was standing above me looking at me. 
I should have been there—in his place. 


Pause. 


BARANI: It’s a great loss to Islam. 

strp-moTHER: And what about Ain-ul-Mulk? I hope 
he’s dead too. 

MUHAMMAD: I let him go- 


General surprise. 


STEP-MOTHER: You didn’t! You couldn’t have! 

xajm: I hate to say it on this happy occasion, Your Majesty, 
but that would be really tossing another torch into 
the chaos at Avadh. 

sarani: Your Highness must forgive me, but His Majesty 
deserves congratulations on his courage. He has 
shown there are things more valuable then vengeance. 

wemp: Not that again! 

wunAMMaD: I didn’t just set him free, Najib. I gave him 
back the Kingdom cf Avadh, and 1 promised not to 
send him to the Deccan. 

ays: We are helpless if Your Majesty insists on... (Stcps.) 

STEP-MOTHER: Why, Muhammad? Why did he deserve 
such special treatment? 

MUHAMMAD: Dll tell you what happened. You remenibe: 
the chess problem I solved the other day? Wel, 
when they brought Ain-ul-Mulk before me, I said; 
‘Look, I have solved the famous problem set by 
al-Adli!? He didn’t say a' word. I drew a sketch 
on the floor and showed him the solution. He said 
he liked it, then looked harder for a couple of minu es 
and said: ‘No, ihere’s a flaw here.’ And he actual y 
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showed me where 1 had gone wrong! ‘Think of that! 
I had spent days on that wretched problem and he 
spots a flaw within half a minute. I had to forgive 
him. 
You are a great man, Your Majesty, - 
“HAMMAD (laughing): And you are a good man, Barani, 
and that’s more important. Look at Najib-—look 
at the expression on his face! He can’t even believe 
I can be generous. 
Najir: I am suspicious by nature, Your Majesty; fortunately 
my duty also demands it of me. 
MUHAMMAD: We must go now, Najib, Delhi will observe 
i day of mourning tomorrow for Sheikh Imam-ud-din. 
and there will be no festivities to celebrate the 
victory. When men like him die, it’s a sin to be 
alive. Come, Mother. Good-bye, Shibab-ud-din 
and many, many thanks. 


ATANSINGII; I have never seen an honest scoundrel like 
your Sultan. He murders a man calmly and then 
actually enjoys the feeling of guilt. 

GUAB-UD-DIN: What are you talking about? 

RALPANSINGH! Pm silent! 

HIAB-UD-DIN; Pm sorry, But you have never liked the 
Sultan, I don’t know why, After all that he has 
done for the Hindus— 

weyransincit: Yes indeed, who can deny that! He is 
impartial! Haven’t you heard abour the Doab? 
He levied such taxes on the poor farmers that they 
preferred to starve. Now there’s a famine there. 
And of course Hindus as well as Muslims are dying 
with absohne impartiality. $ 

JHUAB-UD-DÐIN: What’s that got to do with Sheikh 
Imam-ud-din? 

RATANSINGH:! 1 don know, But I tell you I’m glad to 
escape the Sultan's impartiality and be alive, 

AMAB-Un-bIN? Must you spin riddles? 
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RaTansıNcH: And do you really want to know the truth? 
All right. Because you insisted, I went to fight 2 
alongside the Sultan. I went and saw him in Kanayj. 
He didn’t seem too pleased to see me. He actually 
scowled. A Sultan’s scowl is a terrible thing. 

SHIHAB-UD-DIN: So? f s 

RATANSINGH: Next day I see what the scowl is doing- 
Sheikh Imam-ud-din is to go and propose peace to 
Ain-ul-Mulk. A platoon of soldiers is to accompany 
him. And I am placed in the front rank of the 
platoon. You know what that means. The front 
rank never survives a battle 

SHIHAB-UB-DIN: Go on. 

axransinci; The Sheikh is delighted about being the 
Sultan’s peace emissary. He looks gorgeous—all 
dressed up in royal robes, a roval turban, even royal 
slippers, and sitting on the royal elephant. Iu fact, he 
looks exactly like the Sultan. 

sHmas-UD-DIN (suspicious): And the Sultan? What was he 
doing? 

RATANSINGH! I didn’t know it then, but he was hiding 
behind some hills with the rest of the army. Laying 
a trap. 

SHINIAB-UD-DIN: A trap? 

TANSINGH: So we marched towards Ain-ul-Mulk’s army, 
led by the gorgeous Sheikh on the royal elephant. 
The elephant halted about a hundred yards away 
from the enemy. The Sheikh stood upon it and _ 
tried to say something when a trumpeter on our side 
sounded the charge! The battle was on—yes, my 
dear Shihab, Ain-ul-Mulk didn’t start the battle. 

We did! 

sHitaB-up-pin: And the Sultan? 

RATAKSINGH: I couldn’t understand what was happening. 
Neither did the Sheikh, vbviously. His face was 
twisted with fear but he was shouting at the top of 
his voice asking us to stop. He didn’t standa 
chance. .\rrows poured into him and within minutes 
he looked a gory human porcupine. 
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SHIHAB-UD-DIN: And the Sultan? Didn’t he do anything? 
RATANSINGH: He did! The Sheikh plunged down ‘from? 
the elephant and over his corpse we fled in confusion. 
The enemy was convinced the Sultan was dead and 
they pursued us, They walked right into the trap. 
ewar the T Ive ever seen... . 
e won! (Pause. eikh Imam-ud-dii 
ee O a in was murdered 

SHIHAB-UD-DIN: Oh my God! 

RATANSINGH: This isn’t all. There’s a longer history to 
all this. (Pause.) Do you want to hear it? (Pause) 
paren ina iw daye the obles of the court and the 
important citizens of Delhi are going to hi 
meeting to discuss... (Stops.) Boing tp- ROM aiseenst 

SHTHAB-UD-DIN: What? 

RATANSINGH: How should I know? I haven’ 
ihe cect r aven't attended 

SHIHAB-UD-DIN: How do you know about it? 

RATANSINOH: Ah! That’s Delhi for you! They were 
looking for recruits and the moment they realized the 
Sultan had tried to kill me, off they discreetly 
approached me and invited me. They have asked 
you too, aly, we, hope you won't be 
oo apathetic towards the attempted ‘ yi 
ited herbert attempted ‘murder of your 


Silence. 


1 have accepted the invitation, of course. Would 
you like to come along too? 


Silence. 
Why, Shihab, you look pale! 


SCENL FIVE 


A house in Delhi. A collection of mics, Sayyids, etc., 
SHIMAB-UD-DIN and RATANSINGIT. 


sHMHaB-UD-pIn: I] be plain with you. If you don't like 
the present administration, that’s your problem. 
Tm an outsider in Delhi, I’ve nothing to do with it. 

amim 1: But that’s the whole point, don’t you see? You're 
the only man he won’t suspect. 

sumar-uD-biN: I hope that’s not a point against him. 

‘Agr Ht: Besides, the people in Delhi never trust each 
other. It’s the climate. They have to have an 
cutsider to lead them! 

sutHas-up-pIn: Lead them in what? 

awe 1: Just consider this. Why is he taking us to 
Daulatabad? Have you wondered about that? 
Pll tell you. He wants to weaken the Amirs. You 
see, we are strong in Delhi. This is where we belong. 
But Daulatabad is a Hindu city and we'll be helpless 
there, We'll have to lick his feet. 

awe m: And it’s no use his saying stay behind if vou like. 
We have to be in the capital! 

sack i: Look at what's happening in Delhi. Just look 
at it! You can’t take a step without paying some 
tax or another. There’s even a tax on gambling. 
How are we to live? You can’t even cheat without 
having to pay tax for it. 

sHMian-UD-pIN; But he has dons a lot of good work. Built 
schools, roads. hospitals. He has made good use of 
the money. 

sayy: Then why can’i he get it the right way? The 
Koran sanctions only four taxes, but... (Looks at 
RATANSINGH and stops.) 

RATANSINGH (smiles): Carry on, sir. Don't mind me. Tm 
here hecause S! ik's here; otherwise I am invisible! 
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SAYYID: Well. an uhm, he could. tax the Hindus. The 
Jiziya is sanctioned by the Koran. All infidels should 
pay it. Instead he says the infidels are our brothers. .. 

iaae Day (getting up in geun): Come, Ratansingh, let's 
go. This is worse than I thought. They don’ o 
to kiss the hem of the Sultan's dress, ei dae eset 


The others are offended and retreat. 
RATANSINGH: Ah, well. 


Gets up. At this point an old man who has been sitting 
in a corner all along steps forward. ~ 
SHEIKH: Shihab-ud-din— 
SHIHAB-UD-DIN: I said I am not going to associate. . . 
SHEIKH; Shihab-ud-din, I have never asked anything of 
anyone but Allah. Today I implore you. In the 
name of Allah, help us. 
SHIHAB-UD-DIN (impressed by the old man’: incerity) : 
Whose Aa by the old man’s age and sincerity) : 
SAYYID (contemptuously): Don’t you know? He is Sheikh 
Shams-ud-din Tajuddarfim? 
SHTMAB-UD-DIN; Sheikh Shams-ud-din? Sir, what is a 
holy man like you doing in this company? 
SHEIKH; Yes, you are right. I should shut myself up in a 
meosque and devoi myself to Allah. I shouldn’t 
get mixed up in the treacherous games of politicians. 
I know and I had hoped my life would be ike that. 
But Allah isn’t only for me, Shihab-ud-din; He’s for 
everyone who believes in him. While tyranny crushes 
the faithful into dust, how can 1 continue to hide in 
my hole? Haven't you heard whats happening to 
the leaders of Islam today? Sheikh Haidari is in 
prison. Sheikh Hood in exile. . . 
SHIHAB-UD-Din: I know. But they dabbled i iti 
SHEIKH! Ig it so reprehensible te worry about people? 
Is it a crime to speak out for oneself and one’s family? 
What politics did Sheikh Imam-ud-din indulge in? 
That he was open, frank and honest? 
SHTHAB-UD-DIN: T don’t know cnough about that. But, 
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to me it seems clear that if the Sultan is to be blamed 
for that death, so are all the citizens of Delhi. I 
sometimes fecl the Sheikh must have almost wished 
for death after what happened in Delhi. 

asm 1: What did happen in Delhi? 

SHHIAB-UD-DIN: You know that better than me! He came 
here to speak to the people and not a soul turned up 
to hear him. Not one of you had the courage to 
come to the meeting . . . and now you have the cheek 
10 blame the Sultan for his death. 


The others whisper and chuckle in derision. 


suziku: So you don’t know what actually happened 
behind the scenes? 

SHIHAB-UD-pun: Behind the scenes? 

More derisive laughter. 

SHEIKH: Yes, behind the scenes. It’s true the Sultan 
invited the whole of Delhi to hear the Sheikh. Yet, 
on that very afternoon, soldiers went from door to 
door threatening dire consequences if anyone dared 
to attend the meeting 

Silence 
SDIHAB-UD-DIN (slowly): Does the Sultan know this? 
More laughter. 

SHEIKH: They were his orders! And do you know, 
while the Sultan stood in front of the Great Mosque 
with the Sheikh and got more and more agitated 
at the cmpty auditorium, his soldiers were hiding in 
the streets around stopping those who tried to come? 
You don’t believe it? Look here. . . 

(Unbuttons his shirt and shows a wound on his shoulder.) 
1 tried to force my way to the Big Mosque and this is 
what I got for it. Who else would do this to an old 
wman like me? 

RATANSINGH: There, you see! That explains why he 

had to invite you from Sampanshahr to look after 
Delhi in his absence. There’s confidence for you! 
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SHIHAB-UD-DIN (doggedly): Perhaps. But it’s done me ne 
harm. 

RATANSINGH: Of course not. Had he meant to harm you, 
you wouldn’t be here to talk about it! 

sHEIKH: Will you only think about yourself, Shihab-ud-din? 
You are the strong, the powerful in this country. You 
have the capacity to set things right. Won’t you 
worry a little about the people? The citizens of Delhi 
don’t wish to go to Daultabad, but they are weak. 
Will yeu do nothing for them? How many people 
like Sheikh Imam-ud-din have to die before you'll 
be ready to act? 

No reply. 

AMIR 1: We have to act now---while the army here is still 
tired and disorganized. We have to do something 
while you’re here. If you won't join us, will you at 
least promise not to fight against us? 

SHIHAR-UD-DIN: I know too much now to remain neutral. 

RATANSINGH (with a sudden burst of anger): Then why not 
join them? Even my infidel blood boils when I 
think of Sheikh Imam-ud-din and Sheikh Shams-ud-din 
here. You accuse the people of Delhi of cowardice 
and yet you won't raise a finger to correct an obvious 
wrong. (Gets up.) Come, let's go to the palace. 

The problem of justice won’t bother us there. 

amr 1; You must help us, Shihab-ud-din. 

sherkH: Islam needs your help. 

SHIHAQ-UD-DIN: What do you want me to de? You don’t 
need me, You need my father. He is the strong man 
and even the Sultan is afraid of him, But you’re in a 
hurry. T can only swell your numbers —little else, 

RATANSINGI: Don’t be stupid, Shihab. Don’t tell me 
you still think the Amirs want to fight the Sultan in 
the apen. 

SHIHAG-LD-bin 2ks up at him sharply. RATANSINGH 
smiles and turns be the rest. 


You sec wha: it is. Sis'uab is a clever young man 
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but he’s just too nice! You see his father... 

SHIHAB-UD-DIN: Don’t, Ratansingh. .. 

RATANSINGH: Come on, every one knows about it! His 
father is supposed to have killed my father by 
treachery and usurped the kingdom. Shihab can't 
forget that. He wants to make up for it. That’s why 
I’m here, as his adopted brother. And that’s way 
he just can’t stand the mention of treachery. (To 
SHIHAB-UD-DIN.) Don’t overdo it. You'll have to 
face it some day. Afer all, what did the Sultan do 
to Sheikh Imam-ud-din? 

savy: It’s not going to be easy. We can’t afford to 
make mistakes. 

AMIR it: I know. I have been trying to think of some way. 
But it just gives me a headache, 


A long silence. 


RATANSINGH: l have a plan. Les perfect. 

SHIHAB-UD-DIN: Yes? 

RATansincH: Yes. The Sultan, as you know, is a fanatic 
about prayer. He has made it compulsory for every 
Muslim to pray five times a day. 

sayyip: That’s his only saving grace. 

QATANSINGH: Quite! Even the soldiers have to pray, and 
while they pray they are not allowed to carry arms. 
Which means that at the time of prayers, the whole 
palace is unarmed. 

Long pause. 

Amin it: It takes a Hindu to notice that! (Half terrified 
by the simplicity of it all.) So? 

RATANSINGH: Next Tuesday the Amirs here will be 
seeing the Sultan for the Durbar-i-Khas. See that 
you prolong the meeting till the prayer hour, Pray 
with him, You'll only need an extra couple of 
hundred soldiers outside the palace. The muezzin's 
call to prayer will be the signal of attack! 

There is an uncomfortable silence. 

AMIR n (quietly): Fantastic! 
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saY¥YID: But kill some one during prayer. . . 

AMIRI: And a Muslim too... 

RATANSINGH: Where’s your Holy Koran? The tyrant 
doesn’t deserve to be considered among the faithful. 
And then, he killed his own father during prayer 
time, after all. 

AMIR 1: That’s true. But... 

RATANSINGH: That’s my plan Think of a better one if 
you can. 

AMIR 1: But we'll have to smuggle arms into the palace. 

AMIR 1: That can be arranged . 

AMIR 1: You are sure? 

AMIR IL: Of course, I’m sure. I think this is a brilliant plan 

AMIR III: It is simple. 


They all talk animaiedly. 
SHEIKH: No, we can’t have it! 


Sudden silence as they all turn to SHEIKH SHAMS-UD-DIN, 


SHIHAB-UD-DIN: Why, pray? 

SHEIKH; You can’t pollute the time of prayer. It’s a 
sacred time. We can’t stain it with the blood of a 
Mussulman, 

AMIR 11: Of come, we can always make up later. Do 
penance for it. 

SHEIKH: But prayer isn’t penance. Remember we are 
here to save Islam, not to insult it, 

AMIR 1: Don’t get excited. Islam will benefit in the 
Jong run. 

SHEIKH (fo SHIHAB-UD-DIN, pleading): You can't agree to 
this, Shihab-ud-din. You are the only sensible 
person here. You can’t agree to this sacrilege, 
You can’t do this to Islam. . . 

SHIHAB-UD-DIN: Does your Islam work only at prayer? 
You have persuaded me to do what I had sworn never 
to do—you, Your Holiness. I’m sure the Lord will 
not mind an interrupted prayer. (To the others.) 

All right, let’s get down to the details. We have to 
work everything out carefully. (Suddenly.) Must 
we do this, Ratan? Must we? 
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The Palace. MUHAMMAD, NAJIB and BARANI. Silence for v 
while, MUHAMMAD is restless and paces up and down. 


parant: Why are you both so quiet? 
Naje: Oh, shut up! 
MUHAMMAD: Please, Najib. 
Silence again. The DOOR-KEEPER enters. 


DOOR-KEEPER: In the name of Allah. The Amirs have 
come for the Durbar-i-Khas. 
MUHAMMAD: Send them in, 
The DOOR-KEEPER goes out, BARANI and NAJIB 
stand up. The amurs enter along with SHIHAB-UD-DIN. 
They greet each other. 
ANIR t: In the name of Allah. 
xajm smiles to himself. 
MUHAMMAD (with obvious warmth): Come in, come in, 
Please take your seats. I am glad you have all come 
on time. I want to finish the Durbar-i-Khas as 
soon as possible, I have promised the Imam T’ll R 
be at the mosque for today’s prayer. That docsn’t 
give us much time, I’m afraid. Are there any special 
problems any of you wish to raise? 
No reply. 
Excellent! I have only two topics myself. Not _ 
much to discuss there, but naturally I want to inform 
the Durbar-i-Khas before announcing to the public. 
First, t am very happy to ‘nform you that Abbasid 
Ghiyas-ud-din. Muhammad has accepted my 
invitation to visit our capital. 


Silence. 


awr 1: Who is he, Your Majesty? 
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AMIR tt: I am afraid I have never heard of that name... 

MUHAMMAD: Well, that’s nothing to be ashamed of. 
Abbasid Ghiyas-ud-din Muhammad is not exactly 
famous. He is a member of the hallowed family of 
the Abbasid Khali}. 


Silence while the amns digest this bit of news which 
obviously makes no sense to them. 


BARANI: It’s good news that a descendant of the last 
Khalif is visiting us, Your Majesty. 

SHTHAB-UD-DIN: May L compliment His Majesty on his 
wisdom? 

MUHAMMAD: Wisdom? What a strange word to use, 
Why wisdom? A visit by the descendant of the 
Khalif could show how faithful I am or how religious 
Iam or even perhaps how modest, But why do 
you say ‘wisdom’? Do you think I am inviting 
him to placate the stupid priests? 

SHIHAB-UD-DIN: I didn’t mean to. . . 

MUHAMMAD: You know, since Sheikh Imam-ud-din died 
I have been asking myself just one question, I am a 
king. I wear the royal robes. I have honoured 
myself with the title of Sultan. But what gives me 
the right to call myself a King? 


The airs are baffled. 


Am I a king only because I am the son of a king? 
Or is it because | can make the people accept my 
laws and the army move to my commands? Or 
can self-confidence alone justify it? I ask you— 
all of you—what would you have me do to become 
a real king in your cyes? 
Silence. 

NajiB (disapproving): Your Majesty— 

MUHAMMAD: You are all silent. The others only tet me 
what I should not do but not what I should. Until 
I know what else to do, Shihab-ud-din, I have to go 
on clutching the sceptre in my fist. But I am nou 
happy and I am turning to tradition and history 
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now and seeking an answer there—in the blessings 
of the Abbasid Khalif. 

AMIR 1: The sins of Delhi will be washed clean by the 
visit of so great a man. 

MUHAMMAD: You bring tears to my eyes. But the great 
nian isn’t coming to Delhi. We shall be in Daulatabad 
by then, 

SHIHAB-UD-DIN: I implore Your Majesty not to move the 
capital to Daulatabad. I am not from Delhi myself 
and have no stake in it. But I know the people of 
Delhi are very unhappy about the move. I have 
seen— 

MUHAMMAD: What am I to do, Shihab-ud-din? I have 
explained every reason to them, shown how my 
empire cannot flourish with Delhi as its capital. 

But how can I explain tomorrow to those who haven't 
even opened their cycs to the light of today? Lets 
not waste more time over that. They'll sec the 

point soon. It’s getting late and 1 must tell you the 
more important news. From next year, we shall 
have copper currency in our empire along with the 
silver dinars, 

AMIR 1: Whatever for? I mean what does one do with a 
copper coin? 

Munasatab: Exchange it for a silver coin! A copper coin 
wil have the samce value as a silver dinar. 

SHIAB-UD-DIN: But I don’t understand, Your Majesty. 
How can one expect a copper coin to have the same 
value as a silver one? 

MUHAMMAD: IUs a question of confidence. A question of 
trust! The other day I heard that in China they 
have paper currency—paper, mind you—and yet it 
works because the people accep: it, They have 
faith in the Emperor’s seal on the pieces of paper. 

AMIR 1 (whispers to the next man}: T told you he’s mad! 

MUHAMMAD: What was that? 

AMIR 1: I was just saying people here won’t accept copper 
currency. 

MUHAMMAD: Then why not say it aloud? Because people 
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are afraid, will you mistrust me too? Laugh at me 
af you like, criticize me, but please don’t distrust me 
I can order you all to obey me but tell me, how do 
I gain your full trust? I can only beg for it. 
(Pleading: ) I have hopes of building a new future 
for India and I need your support for that. If you 
don’t understand me, ask me to explain myself and 
T'U do it, If you don’t understand my explanations, 
. bear with me in patience until I can show you the 
results, But please don’t let me down, I beg you. 
TH kneel before you if you wish but please don’t let 
go of my hand. = 


He kneels before them. The amars almost recoil at this 
sudden gesture. 


SHIHAB-UD-DIN (embarrassed): But, Your Majesty, it's 
not for a king to beg. He must command, We 
are your ever-willing servants. 

MUHAMMAD: Is this your voice alone Shihab-ud-din, or 
do the rest of the Amirs agree with you? 

amns: Of course we all do—no question of it—Your 
Majesty should trust us, . - 

MUHAMMAD: Thank you! 


Gets up, walks up to the throne, picks up a copy of the 
Koran lying on tt. 


Will you all then take an oath on the Koran to 
support me in my measures? 
A long tense silence. 
SHUAB-UD-DIN: Does His Majesty distrust us so much 
that he needs an oath on the Koran from us? 


MUHAMMAD ¿urns to him in a sudden burst of rage, 
then controls himself and replaces the Koran on the throne. 
Silence again, The DOOR-KEEPER enters, 


DOOR-KEEPER: In the name or Allah, It’s the hour of 
prayer, Your Majesty. 


Scene Six 


MUHAMMAD stands silent for a while, The atmosphere 
ts very tense. 


MUHAMMAD (very, slowly): We'll all pray here. 


The DOOR-KEEPER bows and exits. At the same 
moment, the MuEZzIN’s voice is heard calling the faithful 
to the prayer. 
murzzin (off-stage): Alla-Ho-Akhar! Alla-Ho-Akbar! 
Alla-Ho-Akbar! Alla-Ho-Akbar! 
Ashahado La Elaha Illilah 
Ashahado La Elaha Illitah 
‘Ashahado Anna Muhammadur Rasool Ilah 
Ashahad> Anna Muhammadur Rasoo! Ilah 
Haiyah Alis Salaat—Haiyah Alis Salaat 
Haiyah Salil Falaa—Haiyah Salil Falaa 
Alla-Ho-Akbar! Alla-Ho-Akbar! 
La Elaha Illilah. . . 


As soon as the MUEZzIN’s call begins, MUHAMMAD 
unbuckles his sword and places it on the throne. About 

a dozen servants enter with pots of water, in which those 
on the stage wash their hands, faces, heads and feet. 
Another servant brings about a dozen mats on a plank and 
takes them round. Each person picks up a mat and 

spreads it facing west. They start praying. MUHAMMAD 
leads the prayer. Half way through the prayer a commotion 
is heard off-stage. Taking that as @ cue, SHIHAB-UD-DIN 
and the AMIRS get up and pull out their daggers. 


BARANI (frightened): What’s this? What’s this? 


The amirs step towards the throne, near which MUHAMMAD 
is praying. Suddenly from behind the curtain near the throne 
about twenty Hinda soldiers rush in with spears and 
surround the AMIRS, One or two AMIRS try to run out 
but the soldiers bar their way. The amurs stand frozen 
in fet, then slowly throw down their daggers. The 
soldiers drag them away—all excepi SHIHAB-UD-DIN. 
While all this is going on, MUHAMMAD goes on praying 
unconcerned. Only after finishing the prayer does he 
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step down from the throne. Every one is silent for a 
while, 

SHIHAB-UD-DIN: How did you guess? 

MUHAMMAD: Do you really want to know? 

SHIHAB-UD-DIN: You aren’t worried about hurting my 
feelings, are you? 

MUHAMMAD: There was a letter in my letter-room today. 
A strange letter—strange because, unlike all the others, 
it didn’t abuse me and it was signed. (Pause.) 

By Ratansingh. 

SHIHAB-UD-DIN (smiles): Do you really think I’il believe 
that? It’s the oldest trick in the world. 

MUHAMMAD: Why should I lic to a dead man? 


Takes out the letter from his robe and holds it before 
SHIHAB-UD-DIN, SHIHAB-UD-DIN looks crushed and 
frightened. 
SHIHAB-UD-Din (almost to himself): But does he say why he 
is doing this to me? 
Najm: He has disappeared—without a trace! 
MUHAMMAD: Let me ask you something. Why did you 
go against me? What wrong have I done you? 
SHIHAB-UD-DIN: What’s the point? You won’t understand 
it anyway. 
MUHAMMAD: Won’t I? Or could it be that you don’t 
know? g 
SHIHAB-UD-DIN (suddenly violent): Get on with your 
killing, Muhammad. Or does your hand refuse to 
rise against me? Beware! You won’t be able to 
rap me with your wiles. I am not Ain-ul-Mulk 
to live crushed under your kindness. 


MUHAMMAD Slowly takes out his dagger, SHINAB-UD-DIN 
is getting more ard more frightened. He is almost 
Streaming now as he speaks. 
You want to solve all problems in the flash of a dagger, 
don’t you? But you can't stop this uprising now. 
My father distrusts you and I’ve already written to 
him, about everything here... everything... 
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Najib: Sorry, but Ratansingh has sent those letters to us. 
SHIHAB-UD-DIN (screaming): Where will you hide my, 
corpse? How will you gag my voice? Kill me— 
but you won't stop this—this will go on— 
MUHAMMAD: I could have killed you with a word. But 
I like you too much. 


Stabs him. Then almost frenzied, goes on stabbing him. 
Hits out at suitaB-up-Din’s dead body with a ferocity 
that makes even the soldiers holding the body turn away in 
horror. 


BARANI: Your Majesty—he’s dead! 
MUHAMMAD stops, then flings the dagger away in disgust. 


MUHAMMAD (anguished): Why must this happen, Barani? 
‘Are all those I trust condemned to go down in history 
as traitors? What is happening? Tell me, Barani, 
will my reign be nothing more than a tortured scream 
which will stab the night and melt away in the silence? 


He is trembling all. over. At a sign from Najm, the 
soldiers lay the body down on a mat and go away. 
MUHAMMAD stares at the body. 


Najib, see that every man involved in this is caught 
and beheaded. Stuff their bodies with straw and 
hang them up in the palace-yard. Let them hang 
there for a week, No, send them ronnd my kingdom. 
Let every one of my subjects see them. Let every 
one see what... (Chokes.) 

BARANI: What will that achieve, Your Majesty? What’s 
the use? 


Pause. 


NajiB: We must do something about Shihab-ud-din’s 
father. He is a powerful man and he won't like this. 

MUHAMMAD (regaining control of himself): Don’t worry 
about him. Make a public announcement that there 
was a rebellion in the palace and that the nobles of 
the court tried to assassinate the Sultan during prayer. 
Say that the Sultan was saved by Shihab-ud-din 
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who died a martyr’s death defending him. The 
funeral will be held in Dethi and will be a grand 
affair, Invite his father to it and see that he is treated 
with the respect due to the father of a loyal nobleman. 

BARANI: Ch God! Aren’t even the dead free from your 
politics? 

Najm: Your Majesty, if this incident is to be kept a secret, 
Tm afraid we'll have to hang everyone who was 
here—even the Hindu guards. They remained 
loyal to Your Majesty but they have seen it all and 
are bound to talk. It does mean more corpses. 

But then that'll only make the show more impressive. 

MUHAMMAD: Najib, I want Delhi vacated immediately. 
Every living soul in Delhi will leave for Daulatabad 
within a fortnight. I was too soft, I can see that now, 
They'll only understand the whip. Everyone must 
leave. Not 2 light should be seen in-the windows of 
Delhi, Not a wisp of smoke should rise from its 
chimneys. Nothing but an empty graveyard of 
Dethi will satisfy me now. 

Barani: May Heaven protect.us! 

MUHAMMAD: Call on Heaven while you can, Barani—- 
m may not get another chance. What Hopes I had 

uilt up when I came to the throne! I had wanted 
every act in my kingdom to become a prayer, every 
prayer to become a further step in knowledge, every 
step to lead us nearer to God. But our prayers 
too are ridden with disease, and must be exiled. 
There will be no more praying in the kingdom, 
Najib. Anyone caught praying will be severely 
punished, Henceforth let the moment of prayer 
‘walk my streets in silence and leave without a trace. 
wajik: But that would only be playing into the hands of 
the Ulema, Your Majesty: I suggest we say there'll 
be no more prayers till Ghiyas-ud-din Abbasid, the 
descendant of the Khalif, visits us. God alone 
knows when he’ll come. Besides, it'll make such a 
beautiful little paradox! 


MUHAMMAD does not reply. NAJIB goes ovf. BARANT 
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sobs. MUHAMMAD stands staring at SHIFAB-UD-DIN’S 
corpse. BARANI gets up, takes the silken cloth from the 
throne and starts spreading it on the corpse. But 
MUHAMMAD casts the cloth aside. 


munanman: Don’t cover him, Barani. I want my people 


to see his wounds. 
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The ANNOUNCER. = 
ANNOUNCER: Attention! Attention! The 


Merciful Sultan Muhammad has declared— 
that within the next month every citizen 
of Delhi must leave for Daulatabad. 

No one should remain behind in Delhi. 
Anyone who attempts to stay behind or 

to go elsewhere will be severely punished. 
All arrangements have been made to 
ensure the comfort of citizens on the 

way to Daulatabad. All the needs of 

the citizens, regarding food, clothing or 
medicine, will be catered to by the State. 
It is hoped that every citizen will use these 
amenities to the full and be in Daulatabad 
as soon as possible. Attention! Attention! 


SCENE SEVEN 


A camp on the Delhi-Daulatabad route. aziz. still dressed as a 
Brahmin, and aazam, A HINDU WOMAN is kneeling in front of 
AZIZ. 


HINDU WOMAN: Please let me go, sir... . My child. 
please have mercy on it . . . only for a day, sir... 

aziz: I told you I can’t. No one can be allowed out of 
sight until we reach Daulatabad. I’m sorry, but 
I have my orders. 

HINDU WOMAN: But Pll return comorrow.... I swear 
by my child I will... . Its dying, Your Excellency, 
I have to take it to a doctor. . . 

aziz: But what can I do? There’s the hakim’s tent. 
Go to him. He’ll give you some medicine. (Ina 
low voice.) Pve told you what you can do. I 
could try and bribe my senior officials, but you'll 
have to pay for it. 

ANDU WOMAN: But I haven’t got a paisa on me, Your 
Excellency. And what will I give the doctor? 
My husband's also ill, sir, please, I hold your feet— 
please let me go. 

aziz: I can’t waste any more time on you. There’s a lot of 
work here. Stop screaming and get back to your 
tent—I said, gct back to your tent! 


The HINDU WOMAN goes out weeping. 


Azam: Poor thing! Why don’t you let her go? 
The doctor may help her. 

aziz: Have you seen the child? No witch-doctor can 
save it now. My ygiece had that illness and went 
out like a light, It’s a waste of good money and 
she’s going to need every paisa of it. I’m doing her a 
favour! And watch out for paise, Aazam; they're 
going to cost a lot soon, 
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Footsteps are heard off-stage. aziz buries his head into 
his books. A family comes in, A man with a woman 
and six kids. They come and stand. Aziz continues 
to read. AAZAM, embarrassed, wanders around without 
looking at them. The family waits patiently. 


Three more families! They must be walking on 

their knees. (Looks up ard stares at the man.) So you've 
come at last, have you? Perhaps you went to 

visit your in-laws on the way, Don’t you know the 
orders? You were supposed to be here well before 
sunset. iy 

MAN: What was I to do, Your Excellency? There were 
two corpses there on the road. Poor things! They 
must have walked till their hearts gave out. 

I thought, sinner that I am, I would at least give 
them a decent burial, Your Excellency. 

AazaM: Poor souls, From which camp were they, do you 
think? 

aziz: I hope you checked whether they were Muslims 
before burying them. 

MAN? whee to do all that, Your Excellency? I did wha; 
T could. 

aziz: And what if they were Hindus, pray? You know 
they don’t bury their dead. You'll be in trouble if 
some one finds out. Actually I ought to send you 
back to dig them up again. It’s against the orders 
to insult or cause harm to Hinduism— 

MAN: I just didn’t think of it, Your Excellency. Sinner 
that I am, I thought I would lighten the burden of 
my sins by giving them a resting place. 

aziz: Leave the corpses alone in future. What did you 
do in Delhi, sinner that you are? 

man: Iam a Kafir, Your Excellency. I have to guard 
the dead bodies in the palace yard—those executed 
by the Sultan, you know. I have to guard them for a 
week, ten at a time, sir, and then carry them to the 
canal outside the city. There again I have to guard 
them against thieves. 

aazam: Thieves? Ugh! 
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MAN: Isn't it terrible, Your Excellency? But there it is. 
That’s what men have come to. The relatives of 
the dead have to pay us a fine before taking the 
bodies. Well, if the orders had been obeyed I would 
have built a house by now. But no, they won't pay— 
even for the dead! They come at night and steal 
them. Not just the poor. Even the rich folk—the 
most respectable people of Delhi! I could tell you 
a name or two and you wouldn’t believe it. It is 
terrible. People won't stop at anything once they 
they get into the habit of thieving, that’s certain. 

aziz. looks at aazam and laughs. AAZAM grimaces. 
aziz: So this is your family, All eight here? 

MAN: Yes, Sir. 

aziz: Get on with you there. There’s a tent kept for you. 
Yes! Whatever happens to the others, people like 
you musta’t die. The Sultan will need a lot more 
like you soon. So what are you going to do till the 
Sultan arrives in Daulatabad? Another couple of 
children? 

MAN: Well, we have decided to get married first, Your 
Excellency. 

AAZAM (in disgust): Oh God! 

MAN (apologetic): Couldn't find time for it in Delhi, sir. 

aazam: Go away. Go away! 


The family goes off. 


God, what a dirty man! I am feeling sick. 

aziz: J like such people. They are the real stoics. 

Aazam: I just keep thinking of that poor woman. Why 
don’t you let her see the doctor? I’m sure she’ll 
come back. Look, if you want money, tell me. 
There are enough rich men in this camp. PH get 
some in no time. 

aziz: Don’t you do anything of the kind! You’l ruin us 
both if they catch you. 

AzaM: We'll be ruined anyway ultimately. If not today, 
then tomorrow. What other future’s there for us? 
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One day my fingers will slow down. PII ger caught, 
Then, no arms! No legs! A torn mat and a begging 
bowl, that’s all. 

aziz: You are a hopeless case, you know. Pathetic! 
You've been in Delhi for so many years and you're as 
stupid as ever. Look at me. Only a few months ir. 
Delhi and I have discovered a whole new world—-- 
politics! My dear fellow, that’s where our future is 
polities! It’s a beautiful world—wealih, success, 
position, power—and yet it’s full of brainless people, 
people with not an idea in their head. When I taink 
of all the tricks I used in our village-to pinch a few 
torn clothes from people—if one uses half that 
intelligence herc, one can get robés of power, And 
not have to pinch them either—get them! It’s a 
fantastic world! 


The TINDU woman is heard wailing. 


Aazam: That’s that Hindu woman. Her child’s dead. 
She'll complain against you now. If you go on like 
this, Aziz, we'll soon keep the Kafir company in 
Daulatabad, 

Aziz: Don’t call me Aziz. T’ve told you. As for her, 

Pve only obeyed my orders. Besides I’m a Brahmin 
and she won't complain against a Brahmin to a Mus nn 
officer. That'll send her to hell straight. In any 
case—and listen to this carefully—we won’t stay in 

the Sultan’s service for long. I heard some rumours in 
Delhi. The Sultan’s going to introduce copper coins 
soon. And a copper coin will have the same value 

as a silver dinar. What do you say to that? 

Ai ZAM (making a face): Eyah! There’s no fun in stealing 
copper Coins. 

aziz: Shut up! Just listen to what I’m telling you— 
you are not going to pinch any coins, you are going 
to make them, Make counterfeit coins, you understand? 
If your fingers are getting restless, use them there. 
(Noise off-stage.) Ha! There’s the next lot! 

Buries his head in his books. 
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A. D. 1332. FIVE YEARS LATER 


The fort at Daulatabad. Two watchmen—one young, the other 
bast his middle-age, Night. 


YounG MAN: What time do you think it is, grandfather? 

OLD MAN: Must be just past midnight. 

Younc MAN: Only that? Good God! When I was | 
in the army, less than two seconds seemed to divide the 
Jamp-lighting hour from the daybreak. Now the 
night scarcely moves. 

OLD MAN: It’s only when you wait for the morning that the 
night stands still. A good sentry must forget that morning 
even exists. 

YOUNG MAN (looking down the side of the fort): What a 
fantastic fort! I have a good head but even my head 
goes round when I look down. And isn’t that long 
white thing the road from Daulatabad to Delhi? 

OLD MAN: Yes, 

YOUNG MAN: They say it’s the widest road in the world, 

But it looks no bigger than a thin snake from here. 

oLp maw: And four years ago that snake bit a whole city 
to death. 

YOUNG MAN: What a fort! What a magnificent thing! 

I met a foreign visitor the other day and he said he has 
been round the world and not seen any fort as strong 
as this anywhere. No army could take this, 

OLD MAN: No, if this fort ever falls, it will crumble from 
the inside. 

Young Man: You don’t love this fort very much, do you, 
grandfather? 

OLD Maw: I am a man of the plains, son. I tind it hard to 

breathe in this eagle nest. 
YOUNG MAN; You are from Delhi? 
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OLD MAN: Yes. N ! 
YOUNG MAN: Was it hard, coming from Delhi to here? 


oLD MAN: I survived. But my family was more fortunate. 
They all died on the way. 

youna MAN (sympathetically): I am sorry. The arrangements 
must have been very bad. 

ono MAN: Oh no. The merciful Sultan had made 
perfect arrangements. But do you know, you can | 
love a city like a woman? My old father had lived in 
Delhi all his life. He died of a broken heart. Then 
my son Ismail. He was six years old—would have 
beer ten now! The fine dust that hung in the air, 
fine as silk, it covered him like a silken shroud. 
After him, his mother. 

Silence. The YOUNG MAN is embarrassed. 

vouno man: Tell me more about this fort, grandfather. 
Ts it true there is a strange and frightening passage 
within this fort? Dark, they say, like the new moon 
night. h y 

oLD MAN: Yes, it’s a long passage, a big passage, coiled 
like an cnormous hollow python inside the belly of the 
fort, And we shall be far, far happier when that 
python breaks out and swallows everything in sight-— 
every man, woman, child, and beast. 


Footsteps off-stage. 
vouno MAN (raising his spear): Who is that? 


AMMAD: Muhammad. 
c Man: Muhammad? What Muhammad? 


you 
orp MAN: Shut up, fool. It’s the Sultan. 
MUHAMMAD walks in—almost in a trance. 
Bots: In the name of Allah! 0 
MUHAMMAD (to the old man): Go and tell Barani I want 
to sec him, 
The OLD MAN bows and relires. 
younG MAN: I beg your Majesty’s pardon for my 
impertinence. I didn’t realize. . . 
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MUHAMMAD: Don’t worry. You were doing your duty. 
Goes to the edge of the wall and looks down. 


younc MAN: Your Majesty must forgive my impudence, 
but I beg Your Majesty not to go too near the edge of 
the fort. It’s a very steep fall. 

MUHAMMAD (smiles): You are new here, aren’t you? 

YOUNG MAN: Yes, I am, Your Majesty. I was in the 
army all these years." They sent me here yesterday. 
I am very sorry if I’ve said anything wrong, Your 
Majesty. 

MUHAMMAD: Don’t apologize at every word. If you stay 
here long enough you'll anyway learn to ooze 
spittle before everyone. Be yourself at least until then. 
How old are you? 

younc MAN: Nineteen, Your Majesty. 

MUHAMMAD: Nineteen. Nice age! An age when you 
think you can clasp the whole world in your palm 
like a rare diamond. I was twenty-one when I came 
to Daulatabad first, and built this fort. I supervised 
the placing of every brick in it and I said to myself, 
one © day I shall build my own history like this, brick by 

rick. 
One night 1 was standing on the ramparts of the old 
fort here. There was a torch near me flapping its 
wild wings and scattering golden feathers on everything 
in sight. ‘There was a half-built gate nearby trying to 
contain the sky within its cleft. Suddenly something 
happened—as though some one had cast a spell. 
The torch, the gate, the fort and the sky—all melted. 
and merged and flowed in my blood-stream with the 
darkness of the night. The moment shed its symbols, 
its questions and answers, and stood naked and calm 
where the stars throbbed in my veins. I was the earth, 
was the grass, was the smoke, was the sky. Suddenly 
a sentry called from far: ‘Attention! Attention! ` 
And to that challenge the half-burnt torch and the 
half-built gate fell apart. 
No, young man, I don’t envy you your youth. Ali 
taat you have to face and suffer is still ahead of you. 
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Look at me. I have searched for that moment since 
then and here I am still searching for it. But in the 
last four years, I have seen only the woods clinging 
to the earth, heard only the howl of wild wolves and 
the answering bay of street dogs. Another twenty 
years and you'll be as old as me. I might be lying 
under those woods there. Do you think you'll 
remember me then? 


No answer, 


Come, why are you silent? 

YOUNG MAN (scared): Your Majesty mut forgive me, 
Your Majesty. But I don't understand what Your 
Majesty is saying. 

MuiiaMMAD (incensed): You don’t understand! You don't t 
understand! Why do you live? Why do you f 


corrupt the air with your diseased breath? {(Suddeni < i 


zaim.) I’m sorry. It’s my turn to apologize. 
it isn’t your fault, You are also one of them. 


Uncomfortable silence. BARANI enters. 


BARANI: In the name of Allah. Your Majesty sent for me? 
MUHAMMAD waves the sentries away. 


MUHAMMAD: I couldn’t bear the walls any more. When 
I came here I felt I needed an audience—someone 
to confess my self-pity to. You were asleep? 

Banani: No, Your Majesty. I was reading a book by 
Imam Abu Hanifa. 

“tUdaMmmap: Fortunate! You can read when you don’t 
feel sleepy. I can’t sleep. I can’t read. Even Rumi, 
who once used to transport me, has become simply a 
web of words. Do you know, five years ago I actuaily 
used to pray to God not to send me any sleep? 

I can’t believe it now. 

parant: Why don’t you see a hakim, Your Majesty? 

MUHAMMAD: What can a hakim do? You are a historiar 
Barani, you are the man to prescribe remedies for this. 
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Have you heard the latest news? Fakr-ud-din 
has risen against me in Bengal. r 


BARANI: Oh, I’m... 
MUHAMMAD: Yes, And there’s been another uprising 


in the Deccan, In Ma’bar Ehsanshah has declared 
himself independent. Bahal-ud-din Gashtasp is 
collecting an army against me. The drought in 
Doab is spreading from town to town—burning up 
the country. Only one industry flourishes in my 
kingdom, only one—and that’s of making counterfeit 
copper coins. Every Hindu home has become a 
domestic mint; the traders are just waiting for me to 
close my eyes; and in my whole kingdom there are 
only two people I can trust—Ain-ul-Mulk and 
Shihab-ud-din’s father. What should I do, Barani? 
What would you prescribe for this honeycomb of 
diseases? I have tried everything. But what cures 
one disease just worsens another. 


BARANI: I am a humble historian, Your Majesty; it’s not 


for me to prescribe. But since Your Majesty has 
done me the honour of confiding in me, may I] make 
a suggestion? It is a difficult thing to suggest to a 
king and I beg you to forgive me if it hurts. But 
you are a learned man, Your Majesty, you are 
known the world over for your knowledge of 
philosophy and poetry. History is not made only 

in statecraft; its lasting results are produced in the 
ranks of learned men. That’s where you belong, 
Your Majesty, in the company of learned men. Not 
in the market of corpses. 


MUHAMMAD: You want me to retire from my throne? 


(Laughs.) Barani, if you were capable of irony, 

T would have thought you were laughing at me, 

But as usual you mean it, which makes it harder. 

I wish it was as easy as that. I have often thought of 

that myself—to give up this futile see-saw struggle 

and go to Mecca. Sit there by the Kaaba and search 

for the peace which Daulatabad hasn’t given me. 

What bliss! But it isn’t that easy. It isn’t as easy 

as leaving the patient in the wilderness use there's 
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no cure for his disease. Don’t you see-—this patient, 
racked by fever and crazed by the fear of the 
enveloping vultures, can’t be separated from me? 
Don’t you see that the only way I can abdicate is by 
killing myself? I could have done something if the 
vultures weren't so close. I could have crawled 
forward on my knees and elbows. But what can 
you do when every moment you expect a beak to 
dig into you and tear a muscle out? What can you 
do? Barani, what vengeance is driving these shapes 
after me? 


Barani: Your Majesty... = 
MUHAMMAD: You know what my beloved subjects call me? 


Mad Muhammad! Mad Muhammad! (Suddenly 
pleading.) How can I become Wise again, Barani? 


warant: Your Majesty, there was a time when you 


believed in love, in peace, in God, What has 
happened to those ideals? You won’t let youk 
subjects pray. You torture them for the smallest 
offence. Hang them on suspicion. Why this 
bloodshed? Please stop it, and I promise Your 
Majesty something better will emerge out of it. 


MUHAMMAD: But for that Pll have to admit I’ve been 


wrong all these years, And I know I haven't. 

I have something to give, something to teach, which 
may open the eyes of history, but I have to do it 
within this life. I’ve got to make them listen to me 
before I lose even that! 


The OLD MAN comes in running. 


OL.) MAN: In the name of Allah—a calamity, Your 


Majesty—the Nayab Vizier has sent word— 


MUHAMMAD: What is it? 
“r MAN: Vizier Muhammad Najib is dead. His body 


was found in his bed. The Nayab Vizier says it is 
murder... 
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A hids-out in the hills. aziz and AAZAM are stretched out on the 
foor. 


aazam: It’s so hot—1’m fed up, I’m fed up of life, Pm 
fed up of the whole bloody world. 

aziz: Why don’t you just go and commit suicide? 

AazeM: Tried once. Went and jumped into a well. 
But the cold water cheered me up so much that 
I had a good swim and went back home. I don’t 
think I could try again. 

aziz: You'll never learn to do a thing properly. 

AAZAM: But how come I steal properly? I have never 
made a mistake while stealing. Why am I a thief, 
Aziz? Why aren't we like other people? Have a 
nice home, till a farm and live happily? 

aziz: How many happy people have you met? Besides, 


a man must commit a crime at least once in his life-time 


Only then will his virtue be recognized! 

AAZAM: Aw, shut up! 

aziz: No, truly. Listen. If you remain virtuous 
throughout your life no one will say a good thing 
about you because they won’t need to, But start 
stealing—and they’ say: ‘What a nice boy he was: 
But he’s ruined now. ..’ Then kill and they will 
beat their breasts and say: ‘Heavens! He was 
only a petty thief all these days. Never hurt anyone. 
But alas!’ Then rape a woman and the chorus 
will go into hallelujahs: ‘He was a saint, a reai 
saint and look at him now. . .’ 

aazam: Well, you have robbed and killed. Now all you 
have to do to become a saint is rape. 

aziz: Presently, presently. No hurry. What’s the 
point in raping for sheer lust? That’s a mug’s game. 
First one must have power—the authority to rape! 
Then everything takes on meaning. 
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AAZAM (giggles): So you want power, do you? What do 
you want to be, a Sultan? 

aziz: Laugh away, stupid. You'll soon see. It all 
depends on whether Karim will bring the goods. 

AAzAM (seriously): But, no, Aziz, why are you so 
dissatisfied? We have such a nice establishment 
here. We take enough money from travellers and the 
other robbers are scared to death of you. There’s 
no limit to what we can make here. 

aziz: I am bored stiff with all this running and hiding. 
You rob a man, you run, and hide. It’s all so 
pointless. One should be able to rob a man and 
then stay there to punish him for getting robbed 
That’s called ‘class’—that’s being a real king! 

AAZAM: May Allah shower His blessings on Your Majesty! 
Is there a post for your humble slave at the court? 

aziz: Oh, yes! You are stupid. So. you'll make a good 
nobleman—an Amir. 

Aazam (in disgust): Eah! I don’t like that. I don’t 
think I could be anything but a common pickpocket. 
What about a court thief? 

Aziz bursts into laughter. 

aziz: That’s beautiful, Aazam! A court thief! I'd 
never thought of that. It opens up all sorts of 
possibilities.... There’s Karim now! 


KARIM comes in with @ man, bound and gagged. 
You are late. Are you sure this is the right man? 
KAR: No need to worry. 
aziz: Excellent. Here you are. (Gives him a purse.) 


I'll send for you if there’s any more work. 
KARIM salaams and exits. 
aazam: Who is this animal? 
aziz: Wait and see. Untie him first. 
AAZAM unties the man. AZIZ stares at him and an 
expresssion of horror spreads on his face. 
My God! PI kill chat ass Karim! He's brought 
the wrong man! 
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man: I told him so. I told him who I was. I told him 
clearly. The rascal wouldn’t listen. Tied me up. 
Me! Let the Sultan hear of this outrage. He’ll 
whip you to death. 

AZIZ 

RAZA The Sultan? . 

aziz: We beg your pardon, Sir. There’s been a mistake. 
Karim was supposed to bring some one else—a Turk 
merchant. But—may we know who you are? 

man: You'll soon know, you scoundrels. I am Ghiyas-ud-din 
Abbasid. The descendant of Khalif Abbasid. I am 
the Guest of Honour of His Majesty. 

aazaM: Ya Allah! 

AZIZ and AAZAM prostrate themselves in front of him. 

Gurvas-up-pIN: You'll pay for this! I’ve come all the 
way from Arabia and not a soul dared touch me. 
They trembled at the mention of my name. And 
now this outrage! You'll hear more about this— 

aziz: Forgive us, Your Worship. It was a mistake. 
There's been a slip somewhere. It’s just that you 
are alone—I mean the Sultan’s Guest of Honour— 
from the Holy Family of the Khalifs— 

GHIYAS-UD-DIN: Mind your own business, slave. PI 
soon have an entourage, as soon as the Sultan knows 
I’ve arrived. He is sending a special entourage from 
Daulatabad. 

aziz: Then perhaps Your Worship will allow us to make 
amends for this sacrilege by following you? We'll 
be your slaves till you reach Daulatabad. 

GHyas-Ub-DIn: Hm! You may redeem yourself that 
way. Get up. No need to prostrate yourself so 
long. Yes, I do need guides. It’s an unfamiliar 
country and the people here are treacherous. The 
moment they know you are a foreigner they’re out 
to rob you. Yes, you'll do till the entourage arrives. 

aziz: But haven’t you been here before, Your Worship? 
Haven’t you seen the Sultan? 

GHUYAS-UD-DIN; I haven't. But I shall soon. 
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Tn the mean time, Aazam has spread a mat on which 
GHIYAS-UD-DIN sits imperially. AAZAM off rs him some 
fruits to eat. 


aziz: Forgive me if I am talking beyond my station, 
Your Worship. But I must warn you that the Sultan 
is in a suspicious frame of mind, we hear. There 
have been a lot of deaths since he came to Daulatabad 

GHIYAS-UD-DIN: Yes, I’ve heard all that, I’m not worried. 

Aziz: Recently he flogged a man to death, had his body 
filled with straw and strung up in the market place— 
all because the man claimed to be a descendant of the 
Prophet. ~ 

GHIYAS-UD-DIN: For a common thief you talk too much. 
What’s your name? 

aziz: Aziz, Your Worship and this is Aazam. I realize 
I sound impertinent, Your Worship. We are happy to 
follow you to Daulatabad, be your slaves to make up 
for our sacrilege. But Your Worship will forgive us 
for being worried about our necks— 

GHIYAS-UD-DIN: You don’t need to worry. I have got 
the Sultan’s letters with me—-and the ring he sent as a 
mark of recognition. (Shows the ring.) I know 
there are no precious stones in it. But that would 
have attracted too much attention. 

aziz: The Sultan is a wise man. But Your Worship has 
no friends or acquaintances in Daulatabad ? 

GHIVAS-UD-DIN (irritated); You ask too many questions 
for a slave. No, no friends there. You just hold 
your tongue and follow me. 


AZIZ laughs. GHIYAS-UD-DIN looks at him, suddenly 
suspicious, aziz bursts into loud laughter and Jumps up. 


aziz: Caught him, Aazam! He fell into my trap like a 

mouse. This is the goods, Aazam, this is it! I had 
. beard he was here—without a paisa on him but 

boasting of his good fortune— 

GHI¥AS-UD-DIN: What do you mean? 

aziz: In five minutes, you won’t need to know any 
meanings. 
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AAZAM (frightened); Don’t kill him, Aziz, please don’t! 
He's the Khalif’s grandson—- 

CHIYAS-UD-DIN (frightened): Kill me? But why? What'll 
you gain by killing me? I've nothing—you know 
that—I’ll get nothing till I reach Daulatabad— 

I’m a poor man. Why kill me? 

aazaM: He is right, Aziz. 

GHIYAS-UD-DIN: It’s the truth, I swear. That’s how 
T’ve come here alive——no one could get anything 
out of me. What do you want from me? Look, 
if you come with me to Daulatabad, FII see you'll gei 
something too— 

aziz: I am not going with you. I am going in your piace. 

AAZAM: Aziz, listen— 

aziz: Shut up! Don’t waste your stupid breath! p 
We'll never get an opportunity like this again. Arabia 
must be full of the Khalif ’s descendants. They were 
a fertile lot, the Khalif. Now the Sultan’s picked 
this rat up from the gutters for some game of his 
own, Who will worry about this fool when people 
are dying without food in Daulatabad? Get out 
now. Get out. You'll just make things ‘worse. 


AAZAM goes aut, 


oHrvas-up-pIN: Don’t kill me, please. I’ll kiss your feet. 
Take everything—my ring, letters, everything. 

T’ll go back. I'l] go back to my village. I won’t 
bother you. Please don’t kill me. I'll kiss your 
feet. Please let me go. (Embraces his legs.) 

aziz: No! 

Guiyas-up-pin: No? No! No! I knew it. I knew 
something like this would happen. It was too good 
to be truc—to grow up in filth, live in filth—and 
then a letter from nowhere. A hope—a ray of 
light. Now my fate will change, I thought, now 
Pil be happy. Now things will start afresh. So 
I started, But I knew it was too good—good things 
don’t come like that—they don’t stay— 
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He gives aziz a sudden push. aziz falls down on the 
floor. GHIVAS-UD-DIN runs out. 


Aziz (shouts without getting up): Stop him, Aazam, 
Stop him. 
Jumps up and runs out. Noise of a scuffle. 
Aziz (off-stage): That’s it, Aazam! Bravo! 
GHIYAS-UD-DIN (off-stage): Don’t kill me, please. 
A scream. Then silence. Aazam comes in running. 
He is covered with blood. He is sweating, trembling and 
weeping. After a while aziz comes in, with 
GHIYAS-UD-DIN’s turban on his head. ~ 
aziz: Why are you crying, you clown? 
Aazam: Don’t talk to me—God! God! Why did 
I stop him? Why didn’t I let him go? 
AZIZ opens GHIYAS-UD-D1n’s bundle. 


aziz: You are a funny creature. You have seen enough 
corpses to last you seven lives. You have stuffed 
them with straw, practised obscenities on them. 
And still you can’t see a man die. (Takes out a robe 
and puts it on.) How do I look, eh? The great- 
grandson of the Khalif! 


AAZAM looks away. Aziz slaps him on the back. 


Laugh, you fool, laugh. Celebrate! What are you 

crying for? Look, look at the palace doors. They 

are opening for us. Dance, dance, you son of an ass— 
Sings, 

Grandson of the Khalif! Great-grandson of the 

Khalif! Great-great-great-grandson of the Khalif! 
Sings and dances in a circle, clapping his hands. Aazam 
looks at him angrily. Then slowly his face breaks 
into a smile and soon he is laughing. 
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The Palace. MUHAMMAD is looking out of the window. The 
STEP-MOTHER comes in: 


STEP-MOTHER: Muhammad, do you know what’s happening 
outside? 

MUHAMMAD: Yes. 

STEP-MOTHER: Why are you doing it? 

MUHAMMAD: What else can I do? I said the new copper 
coins would have the same value as the silver dinars. 
Now I can’t go against my own orders 

sTEP-MOTHER: But this is sheer folly! The Vizier says 
there are five hundred carts gut there and they are 
all full of counterfeit coins. Are you going to 
exchange them all for silver? 

MUHAMMAD: There’s nothing else for it. I should have 
expected this but didn’t—that was my fault. If I 
don’t withdraw the coins now, the whole economy 
will be in shambles. It’s in a bad enough state 
already. 

STEP-MOTHER: Five hundred carts on the first day! 

And what about tomorrow and the day after? 
You are just legalizing robbery— 

MUHAMMAD: It’s all their wealth. I can’t let my whim 
ruin them. 

STEP-MOTHER: And how 1s a treasury full of counterfeit 
coins going to help them? Will that revive your 
economy? 

MUHAMMAD: Don’t worry, Mother. The coins aren’t 
going into the treasury. They'll all be heaped in 
the new rose garden. 

STEP-MOTHER: What’s wrong with you? You spent 
years planning that rose garden and now— 

MUHAMMAD: Now I don’t need a rose garden. I built it 
because I wanted to make for myself an image of 
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Sadi’s poems. I wanted every rose in it to be a poem. 
I wanted every thorn in it to prick and quicken the 
senses. But I don’t need these airy trappings now; 

a funeral has no need for a separate symbol. 

STEP-MOTHER: Then why don’t you stop the funeral? 
Why this unending line of corpses? Muhammad, 
Ihave been hearing rumours lately. The Amirs 
and Khans are apparently getting upset because 
you are hounding them about Najib. 

MUHAMMAD: T arm not hounding them. I merely want 
to find out who murdered Najib. 

STEP-MOTHER: Is it true five of them have fled? 

MUHAMMAD: Not five—four. The fifth committed 
suicide. Amir Jalal-ud-din. 

STEP-MOTHER: Oh God! 

MUHAMMAD: He told his wife he knew who had killed 
Najib. One of his servants overheard the 
conversation. 

STEP-MOTHER (alarmed): Please, don’t go on like this. 
Please. Najib’s dead. Finished. You can’t drive 
the nobles to rebellion for his sake? 

MUHAMMAD: Don’t you think it strange that an Amir like 
Jalal-ud-din should kill himself to save the murderer? 
It must be someone very special. 

STEP-MOTHER: I’m glad Najib’s dead. He was leading 
you astray. It’s because you wouldn't trust anyone 
as much as him that the kingdom’s in this state! 
The Ulema are against you; the noblemen are 
against you; the people hate you. It’s all his work. 
Pm glad he’s dead. He should have died a long 
time ago. 

MUHAMMAD: Najib wasn’t loyal to me; he was loyal to 
the throne. The day he turned against me I would 
have known Pd made a mistake. 

STEF-MOTHER; Why not forget him? What good is it to 
the throne— 

MUHAMMAD: I must know who killed him and why. 

STEP-MOTHER: Muhammad, how long are you going tc 
torture yourself like this? 
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MUHAMMAD: Not for long. The Amirs will return, If they 
don’t, Vil be sorry for their families. 

STEP-MOTHER: You frighten me, Muhammad, you really do. 
Please stop this. Muhammad—please—for my sake. 

No reply. 
Won't you? I appeal to you. 
No reply. 
Allright. I killed him. I had him murdered. 

MUHAMMAD (exploding): For God’s sake, don’t joke 
about it! And don’t try to be noble and save me 
from the stupid Amirs and Khans. This isn’t a 
small thing. 

STEP-MOTHER: | am perfectly serious. 1 had him 
poisoned. 

MUHAMMAD: Stop it! Why are you torturing me now? 
Don’t you sce how you’re burning out my guts with 
your silly jokes? 

:TEP-MOTHER: Why shouldn’t I have killed him? It was 
easier than killing one’s father or brother. It was 
better than killing Sheikh Imam-nd-din. 

siuHAMMAD: I killed them—yes—-but I killed them for 
an ideal. Don’t I know its results? Don’t you 
think I’ve suffered from the curse? My mother 
won't speak to me—I can’t even look into a mirror 
for fear of seeing their faces in it. I had only 
three friend, in the world—you, Najib and Barani. 
And now you want me to believe you killed Najib. 
Why are you doing this to me? 

STEP-MOTHER: It’s only seven years ago that you came 
to the throne. How glorious you were then, how 
idealistic, how full of hopes. Look at your 
kingdom now. It’s become a kitchen of death— 
all because of him. I couldn’t bear it any longer. 

MUHAMMAD: But you don’t know that for the past few 
months he had been advising me against violence, 
do you? He wanted me to hold back my sword 
for the stability of the throne. 

STEP-MOTHER: Then why didn’t you? 
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MUHAMMAD: Because I couldn’t. Not now. Remember 
Shihab-ud-din of Sampanshahr? He was the first 
man I killed with my own hands. And I had a 
glimmer then of what now I know only too weil. 
Not words but the sword—that’s all I have to keep 
my faith in my mission. Why should Najib be 
sacrificed for that? 

STEP-MOTHER: You had your share of futile deaths. 

I have mine now. k 

MUHAMMAD (shouting): No, they were not futile. They 
gave me what I wanted-—power, strength to shape 
my thoughts, strength to act, strength to recognize 
myself. What did your little murder give you? 


Suddenly freezes. Stares at her. Then quietly, 


Woman, woman, so you are also one of them! So 
that’s what you too wanted! Mother is annoyed she 
can’t control me, And now you too are trying the 
same game, aren’t you? Get rid of Najib, so you 
could control me? 

STEP-MOTHER: I want nothing for myself. You are my 
life, Muhammad. You know that. If I had 
wanted power, I wouldn't have confessed. 

MUHAMMAD: You needn’t have confessed. I would have 
found out on my own. Or else, the Amirs would 
have rebelled. And then, what power? Clever you. 
You thought I wouldn’t punish you, didn’t you? 
Because I love you more than I have loved anyone 
in my life. That was the price of your love, wasn’t 
it? (Suddenly in agony.) Why did you have to do it? 

STEP-MOTHER (puts her hand on his shoulder): Listen to me— 


MUHAMMAD: Don't touch me! There’s only one punishment 


for treachery—death! 
Claps twice, 


STEP-MOTHER: Don’t be a fool, Muhammad, Pm 
telling you for your own sake. My death won’t make 
vou happy. You have enough ghosts to haunt you. 
Dent add mine to nu. 
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MUHAMMAD: The others died unjustly. You deserve 
to die— 
Two soldier; enter. 
You are worse than an adulteress. But I can’t think 
of a worse punishment for you. Take her to prison. 


The STEP-MOTHER stands petrified. The soldiers are 
aiso baffled. 

(Screaming.) Take her away! 
The soldiers hold her. She tries to break away. 


Tell the Nayab Vizier I want her stoned to death 
publicly tomorrow morning. 

STEP-MOTHER (finding her voice): Not that, Muhammad, 
don’t do that to me—please. 

MUHAMMAD: That’s how an adulteress dies. Take her away. 

STEP-MOTHER: Muhammad, please— 


She is dragged away. MUHAMMAD stands looking 
stunned. Then suddenty he falls to his knees and 
clutches his hands to his breast. 


MyHamMap: God, God in Heaven, please help me. 
Please don’t let go of my hand. My skin drips with blood 
and I don’t know how much of it is mine and how 
much of others. I started in Your path, Lord, 
why am I wandering naked in this desert now? 
I started in search of You. Why am IJ become a 
pig rolling in this gory mud? Raise me. Clean me. 
Cover me with Your Infinite Mercy. I can only 
clutch at the hem of Your cloak-with my bloody 
fingers and plead. I can only beg—have pity on me. 
I have no one but You now. Only You. Only 
You... You... You... You... 


Enler BARANI. 
BARANI: In the name... 
Stops. MUHAMMAD ratses his head. 


MUHAMMAD: Come in, Barani. You've come at the right 
moment. You have saved me from treachery, you 
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know. I was trying to pray! Think of that—no one 
in my kingdom is allowed to pray and I was praying. 
Against my own orders! But what else could I do, 
Barani? My legs couldn’t hold me up any longer. 
BARANI (smiles): You needn’t worry, Your Majesty. 
I'm here because I insisted on bringing the joyful 
tidings myself— . j 
MUHAMMAD: Joy? It’s such a long time since I heard 
that word. 
BARANI: We have just received a letter from your 
Governor, Ghiyas-ud-din Abbasid, the descendant 


of the Khalif’s is arriving here—within the next month The ANNOUNCER. 

or so. We can all pray now, Your Majesty. ANNOUNCER: Attention! Attention! Muhammad 
MUHAMMAD: What’s the use? I was trying to pray—but Tughlaq who craves only for the mercy of 

I could only find words learnt by rote which left Allah and for the blessings of the Khalifs, 

no echo in the heart. I am teetering on the brink hereby announces that His Worship Ghiyas- 

of madness, Barani, but the madness of God still ud-din Muhammad, son of His Worship 

eludes me. (Shouting.) And why should I deserve Abdul Kahir, grandson of His Worship Yusuf, 

that madness? I have condemned my mother to great-grandson of His Worship Abdul Aziz, 

death and I’m not even sure she was guilty of the great-great-graridson of His Imperial 

crime. .. Holiness ‘Abbasid Al-Mustansir, the Khalif 


of Baghdad, will bless and purify Daulatabad 
by arriving here tomorrow afternoon, 
And Muhammad is sure that the citizens 
of this city will collect in large numbers to 
welcome this Saviour. 

This is a holy day for us—a day of joy! 
And its glory will be crowned by the fact 
that the Public Prayer, which has been 
mute in our land these five years, will be 
started again from next Friday. Hence- 
forth every Muslim will pray five times 

a day as enjoined by the Holy Koran 

and declare himself a Faithful Slave of 
the Lord. Attention! Attention! 
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SCENE ELEVEN 
A plain outside the fort of Daulatabad. Crowds of citizens. 


mirst MAN: Prayer! Prayer! Who wants ? 
SECOND K e them to give us some foal ae 
First MAN: There’s no food. Food’: i 
It's prayers for us. hone iA the palage: 
SECOND aa The Amirs have food. 
FIRST MAN: We starve and th t 
want to save our souls. Se Migrate to pray: They 
‘THIRD MAN: Is it true the Sultan has opened up hi: ? 
ae There was not a grain ini! Nor. a knot 
Ly. 
FIRST MAN? And they want us to pray. 
THIRD MAN: The other day my younger brother cai 
here from our village. He says es much wore | there. 
We are better off here, he says. They have to pay 
twenty grains of silver for a fistful of wheat. And the 
scenes he saw on his way here! Ugh! 
SECOND MAN (gelling annoyed): Hm... 
THIRD MAN: He says the roads are lined with skeletons. 
A man starved to death right in front of his eyes. i 
eia People are eating barks off the trees, he 
» Yes, a i i 
aan women have to make do with skins 
SECOND MAN: Shut up. 
THIRD WAN: In Baran—that’s where Barani 
friend, comes from you know—they eee sa 
porni ips of skin, he says. No one knows what 
SEGOND Man: Why don’t you shut up? 
The crowd listens, tensely. 


TAIRD MAN: He says we are much better off 
them. On his way here he saw Deine a 
an 


Scene Eleven 


round a butcher’s shop. You know why? To catch 
the blood spurting from the slaughtered beasts and 
drink it! 

SECOND MAN: Shut up, you butcher— 


He attacks the THIRD MAN. There’s a fight. The 
SECOND MAN throws the THIRD MAN down, sits on hts 
chest and beats him. He is crying even as he beats. 

The others watch. 

First MAN: Why do they need prayer? 

‘Music and the announcers are heard from the two sides of 
the stage. 

ANNOUNCER 1: Attention! Attention! The Slave of the 
Lord, the Upholder of the Word of the Prophet, the 
Friend of the Khalif, the Faithful, Sultan Muhammad 
Yughlaq— 

ANNOUNCER 1: Attention! Attention! The Protector of 
the Faith, the Descendant of the Holy Khalif 
al-Mustansir, Amir-ul-Mominin Ghiyas-ud-din 
Muhammad -~ 

aziz, aazam and their entourage enter from onc side, 
Exactly at the same moment, MUHAMMAD and his 
entourage step down from the fort. There is tense 

silence. MUHAMMAD stares at aziz as though he is not 
quite sure what is happening. The HINDU WOMAN of 
Scene Seven steps out of the crowd and stares at aziz. 
Her husband pulls her back. MUMAMMAD sleps forward 
and embraces AZIZ. 


MuHAMMAD: Welcome to our city, Your Holiness, welcorue 
to our poor land. My kmgdom rejoices at the 
arrival of your gracious presence. We have waited 
for years for this joyful moment. Our streets have 
waited in silence for the moment when the call to the 
holy prayer will ring in them again, And each year 
has been a century. We have waited long, Your 
Holiness, and our sins have become shadows that 
entwine round our feet. They have become our 
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dumbness and deprived us of prayer. They have 
become the ficry:sun and burnt up our crops. Now 
the moment has come for me and my people to 
rejoice. Only you can save me now, Your Holiness, 
only the dust of your fect on my head can save me 
now— 


Falls to his feet. The crowd gasps. Then everyone 
kneel 


Aziz: Amen. 


MUHAMMAD gels up. They embrace again. They 
depart to the accompaniment of the announcements. 

HINDU WOMAN: It’s him! It’s him— 

THIRD MAN: Who? 

HiNDU Woman: He killed my child! Those eyes—-I'I 
never forget them—he killed my child... (Screams.} 
He killed my child ... (Keeps on screaming.) 

First MAN: What’s it? 

SECOND MAN: I didn’t hear. Something about a child— 

ANOTHER: She says someone killed her child— 

FIRST MAN: Who killed the child? 

SECOND MAN: I dida’t hear properly. Probably the 
Sultan— 

FIRST MAN: Who else will kill her child? 

THIRD MAN: It’s murder, that’s what it is. To ask us to 
live without food. My daughter died without food. 
She was murdered. 

FIRST MAN: How long are we going to starve like this? 

SECOND MAN: Just a fistful of rice—a piece of meat would be 
enough— 

FIRST MAN: We don’t want any prayer. We want food-— 

SEV2RAL VOICES: Yes, food—we want food—not prayer— 

A SOLDIER: Quiet! Quiet! 

FIRST MAN (shouting): Kill us, kills us. Don’t starve us to 
death. Kill us quickly. .. 

SECOND MAN: They'll kill us, will they? Let’s see who 
kills whom? Bring them down. 

ALL. Bring him down—let’s see—so they'll give us 
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poison instead of food, will they—kill him—kill him- - 
show him what we can do— 
i him. 
Ci on, Some of them mob the SOLDIER and beat 
Peen of soldiers arrives and starts beating them, 
ordering them to keep quiet. The riots begin. 
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TWELVE 
ihe Palace. aziz is cating some fruit, AAZAM enters. 


sazasi Aginz— 


az: Shut up! Ive told you not to call me by that nane. 


azam: [Im {ed up of these games, Aziz, l'm going. 
“iz: Going? Where? 
tazam: L don’t know. But [ve bribed Two servants of 
the palace, They are to bring two horses. ‘Hheyll 
be here with the horses inside of half i hour. So 
hurry up. 

saz: Fool, now you've probably made them suspi 
Fve told you a hundred times nothing can happea 
to us here. You’re asking for the butcher's block. 

aazam: Have you seen the city? The people are like 
mad dogs. They have been screaming, burning 
houses, killing people for a whole week now. Have 
you ever stepped out of the palace? 

aniz: Of course nat. 

Aazam: I have 

‘Twice! Is your skull filled with dung? ‘Iwice! 
How did you go out? 

Aazam: There's a secret passage. 1 discovered it the day 
we came here. I have been through it. Twice. 
And do you know what the city is like? In the 
northern part, the houses are like forts and the street: 
are like litue fingers. And they are full of dead 
bodies, Corpses and flies. It stank so much I almost 
fainted—I can’t stand it any longer, Aziz. ‘Today 
the people are a little quieter. ‘hey are tired: 
besides, théy have to dispose of the bodies. Tomorrow 
they'll start again. . , 

ute: Now look. Why don’t you think? Just once— 
once in your life Gime? Low do you knew the 
servants won'l betray you! Listen te me. Stay in 
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the palace. It’s the safest place now. 

aazam: Safe? This palace? Ha! The Sultan’s mad. 
How can you trust him? Don’t you know how he can 
slaughter people? How can you trust this lord of 
skins? It’s better to trust servants. Listen. You 
know there are those heaps of counterfeit coins in the 
garden outside my window? 

aziz: T hope they kaven’t scared you. After all, quite a 
fot of them are our handiwork, 

aazam: On the night we came here, I was so nervous 
I couldn't sleep. So T was standing by the window, 
jooking at those heaps. They looked like giant 
ant-hills in the moouligit, Suddenly I saw a shadow 
moving among thei. I stared. Tt was a man 
wandering alone in the garden. He went to a heap. 
stood there for kalf an hour, still as a rock. Then 
he dug into the reaps with his fists, raised, his fists 
and let the coins tickle out, It was frightening. 
And you know who it was? Your Sultan. He docs 
that every night—every single night—it’s like 
witcheraft— 

Aziz: So you are running away because the Sultan has 
insomnia? What about all chat you were hoping 
to get? And what happens to me if you go? 

How will Ghiyas-ud-din Abbasid explain the 
disappearance of his disciple? 

aazam: You come with me too, Aziz. I can’t go alone. 
I've tied all our presents in a bundle. It’s a huge 
bundle. Will last us for ever. You are a clever man, 
Aziz. I know Iam a fool. I can’t survive without 
you.... It’s time. The horses will probably have 
come. Let’s go. Come on... 

aziz: I order you to stay, Aazam. 

Aazam: Lean’t, I can’t. TI dic of fright here. 

aziz: Allright then. Go. ©) out, you traitor. 

Aazam: What else can J do? f wish you would come tor 
Look. We'll forget all this wealth, these courts, 
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this luxury and live in peace. Please come 
Aziz, I'll kiss your feet— 
No reply. 
Pm going, Aziz... 
No reply. 
Good-bye. 
Goes out. 


zzz Idiot! 


16 
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SCENE THIRTEEN 


Another part of the Palace. MUHAMMAD and BARANI. 


MUHAMMAD: May I know why, Barani? 

BARANI: It’s as I said, Your Majesty, I have just received 
a letter from Baran and it says my mother’s dead. 
I couldn’t be by her side in the last moments of her 
life. I must be there at least for her funeral. 

MUHAMMAD: What did she die of, do you know? 

BARANI: I don’t know, Your Majesty. The letter didn’t 
say anything more. 

MUHAMMAD: F see. (Pause.) And you will return to the 
court after the funeral, won’t you? 

BARANT (frightened): I don’t know, Your Majesty. 

MUHAMMAD: If you are only going for the funeral, why 
shouldn’t you be able to come back? 

BARANI (desperately): E don’t know. 

muHAMMAD: Don’t you? Because I do. She died in the 
riots, didn’t she, when my soldiers butchered everyone 
in sight—old men, women, children, everyone? 
So you see, even I know what is happening in my 
kingdom. I may be responsible for that massacre, 
I accept. But have I really fallen so low that even 
you have to lie to me? 

BARANI (almost crying): I don’t know. I don’t know. 
Please don’t ask me. ] beg of you. 

Silence. A SOLDIER enters running. 


soLDIER: In the name of Allah. A terrible thing— 
Your Majesty, I don’t know how to— 

wunamMaD: What is it now? 

soLpreR: Your Majesty, Aazam Jahan, the friend of His 
Holiness Ghiyas-ud-din Abbasid, is dead. 

BARANI: Dead? 

soLDER: Murdered, Your Majesty. I was on sentry duty 
at the mouth of the secret tunnel from the palace. 
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I heard a seream. I ran to the spot. It was Aazam 
Jahan. He was lying in a pool of blood. 

BARANI: Heaven have mercy on us! 

MUHAMMAD: Was anyone else there? 

SOLvIER: Two horsemen, Your Majesty. They had a big 
bundle with them. But before I could even shout, 
they were gone. I didn’t even see their faces— 

MUHAMMAD: Did he say anything before he died? 

soLbIER: No, Your Majesty. He was alive tor a while. 
When I went near I thought---J thought - 

MUHAMMAD: Yes? 

SOLDIER: l thought he was laughing—giggling. But of 
course it could be just—his dying breath— 

There is a long silence. MUHAMMAD stares at the 
SOLDIER, Stunned and incredulous. 


MUHAMMAD: Not a word of this to anyone. Not even to 
His Holiness Ghiyas-ud-din Abbasid. No one in the 
palace must know, You understand? 

sober: Yes, Your Majesty. 

muHAMuaD: Go back to your place: And ask the doorman 
to fetch His Holiness~-at once. 

sotmer: Yes, Your Majesty. 


Goes out. 


utwamMan {almost to himself): Don’t you think it’s ironic 
that a man who has just come from Arabia should 
prefer the bloody streets to the palace? 

BARANI: But I don’t understand, Your Majesty, I can’t 
understand how-— 

MUHAMMAD: You wanted to see history formed in front of 
your eyes, didn’t you? Just wait a few moments, 
and you'll see not just the form but the coiled 
intestines of it. 

BARANI (wounded): Your Majesty is a learned man and 
has every right to laugh at a poor fool like me. 

Bat I implore Your Majesty io understand I am not 
going because my life here has been fiile. I have 
spent seven years here and the greatest historians of 
the world would have given half their lives to see a 
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year in it. Your Majesty has given me a gift— 
MUHAMMAD: Must there be a farewell speech before you go? 
You want to go. Go. That’s all there is to it. 
Silence. 


BARANI (suddenly remembering}: But the public prayer! 
It’s to start within hali-an-hour! It wouldn’t be 
right to start it when the palace is in mourning. 
Your Majesty must— 

MUHAMMAD: No, no, no! ‘This is the first public prayer 
in my kingdom alter a silence of five years! We are 
praying because a holy man like Ghiyas-ud-din 
Abbasid has come to our Lind and blessed us! We 
can't let anything stop that! (/augks.) Oh Barani, 
Najib should have been here now. He would have 
loved this farce. 


Aziz enters with soldiers. BARANI and MUHAMMAD 
bow. The soldiers bow and retire. 


aziz (blessing them}: May Heaven guide Your Majesty. 

MUHAMMAD: T hope Your Holiness is well. 

aziz: Who would have grounds for complaint when the 
generosity of Your Majesty looks after him? 


MUHAMMAD: T hope Your Holiness has not been too 
inconvenienced by the riots. I was busy and couldn’t 
attend to your needs personally. And. now that I 
see you, I stand a bearer of evil tidings. We have 
just received some tragic news. (Pause.) Aazam 
Jahan’s body was found outside the palace. He 
was murdered. 

Aziz: May Allah save our souls. What’s happening to 
this world? What’s man coming to if even an 
innocent like Aazam Jahan isn’t to be spared the 
sword? 

MUHAMMAD: Who are you? 

Silence. For a moment no one speaks. aziz is obviously 
Srightened. 
Who are you? How long did you liope to go on 
fooling us with your masquerade? 
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BARANL: But your Majesty— 

MUHAMMAD: Answer me. Don’t make me lose my temper. 

aziz: J am a dhobi from Shiknar. My first name was 
Aziz, There have been many others since then. 

BARANI: But—what about His Holiness? 

MUHAMMAD: Do you know the punishment for killing a 
saint like Ghiyas-ud-din Abbasid? And for deceiving 
me and my subjects? 

aziz (bolder): No, Your Majesty, though I have never 
underestimated Your Majesty’s powers of imagination. 
But it would be a grave injustice if I were punished, 
Your Majesty. 

BARANI: What’s happening here? Me 

aziz: ‘Saint’ is a word meant for people like Sheikh 
Imam-ud-din. I doubt if your Majesty would have 
used it for Ghiyas-ud-din. I know I am a dhobi 
and he was a descendant of the Khalif. But surely 
Your Majesty has never associated greatness with 
pedigree. 

MUHAMMAD: Be careful, dhobi. Don’t overreach yourself. 

aziz: Į daren’t. But since Your Majesty came to the 
throne, I have been your most devout servant. 

1 have studied every order, followed every instruction, 
considered every measure of Your Majesty’s with the 
greatest attention. I insist I am Your Majesty’s 

true disciple. 

UNOD: Don’t try to flatter me. F am accustomed 
o it, 

aziz: It’s hardly flattering Your Majesty, to sa 
I am your disciple. Bar T bave watched Your 7 
Moats gy o explain your ideas and acts to the 

e ave seen with regret how few 
: T them. ii peene 
ARANI (wha is just beginning to comprehend): Your Majes 
this scoundrel is trying to urata net of words ee 
around you. It’s dangerous even to talk to him. 
He must be punished at once. 

aziz: Come, sir, let’s be sensible. You know His Majesty 
will never do that to me. 

MUHAMMAD: Won’t I? 
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aziz: Forgive me, But Your Majesty has publicly 
welcomed me as a saint, started the public prayers 
after a lapse of five years in my honour, called me a 
Saviour. Your Majesty has even—forgive me for 
pointing it out, but I wasn’t responsible for it— 
fallen at my feet, publicly. 

BARANI: Villain— 

aziz: But I am not a common blackmailer, Your 
Majesty. I stand here on the strength of my 
convictions and my loyalty to you. 

MOHAMMAD: What do you want to say? 

aziz: I was a poor starving dhobi, when Your Majesty 
camexto the throne and declared the brotherhood of 
all religions. Does the Sultan remember the 
Brahmin who brought a case against him and won? 
I was that Brahmin. 

MUHAMMAD: Was the disguise necessary? 

aziz: I think o. (Pause.) Soon after that Your 
Majesty introduced the new copper currency. 

I succumbed to its temptation. 

BaRANI: God... God... 

aziz: There was enough money in that business, but too much 
competition. Soon it became unprofitable, so we 
took the silver dinars and went to Doab and bought 
some land there for farming. 

Barani: But this is nonsense! There bas been a famine 
there for five years. . . 

MUHAMMAD: That’s exactly his point. They got the 
land dirt-cheap and collected the State subsidy for 
farmers. When they were discovered, they ran 
into the hills and became robbers. (With mock 
humility to aziz.) Am I right? 

aziz: Dare I contradict what the whole world knows 
about His Majesty’s wisdom? But Your Majesty 
missed out an important stage in my life. Your 
officers track down criminals with the zest of a tribe 
of hunters and there was only one way to escape 
them, We joined them as servants. We had to 
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shift the corpses of all the rebels executed by the 
State and hang them up for exhibition. 
Such famous kings, warriors and leaders of men 
passed through our hands then! Beautiful strong 
bodies and bodies caten-up by corruption—ail, all 
were stuffed with straw and went to the top of the 
poles. 
One day, suddenly I had a revelation. This was all 
human life was worth, I said. This was the real 
meaning of the mystery of death-—straw and skin! 
With that enlightenment I found peace. We left 
the camp and headed for the hills, 

MUHAMMAD: Yes, that was a rather important stage. 

aziz: One day I heard about a beggar who claimed to be 
Ghiyas-ud-din Abbasid and was on his way to the 
capital—I couldn't resist the temptation of seeing 
iny master in person. 
I admit I killed Ghiyas-ud-din and cheated you. 
Yet I am Your Majesty's true disciple. I ask you, 
Your Majesty, which other man in India has spent 
five years of his life fitting overy act, deed and thought 
to Your Majesty’s words? 

BARANI; This man should be buried alive this minute! 

aziz: I only acted according to His Majesty's edicts. 

MUHAMMAD (exploding): Hold your tongue, fool! You 
dare pass judgement on me? You think your 
tongue is so light and swift that you can trap me by 
your stupid clowning? Let’s see how well it wags 
when hanging from the top of a pole. I haven't 
cared for the bravest and wisest of men-—-you think 
I would succumb to you? A dhobi, masquerading 
as a saint? 

aziz (quietly): What if I am a dhobi, Your Majesty? 
When it comes to washing away filth no saint is a 
match for a dhobi. 


MUHAMMAD suddenly bursts into a guffaw. There is a 
slight kysterical tinge to the laughter. 
MUHAMAD (laughing): Checkmate! Checkmate! 
F don't think I have ever seen such insolence. This 
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man’s a genius—all right, tell me. What punishment 

should I give you for your crimes? 

Make me an oflicer of your State, Your Majesty. 

Hassan: ‘That would be punishing myself— not you. 

I these years I have been a beggar wasting my 

and I'm not proud of that. L beg Your Majesty 
to give me a chance to show my loyalty. Vm ready 
to die for my Sultan. 

MUHAMMAD: I don't know why I am acting like a fool. 

Yet perhaps a State office really would be the best 
punishment for you, You'll have to return to Arabia 
after Aazam Jahan’s funeral, and disappear on the way 
Can you do it? 

aaz: Lt certainly wou’t be the first time I’ve done that. 

veuamMab: Good. Then go to the Deccan. I'll give 
you a letter to Khusrau Malik appointing you as an 
officer in his army. He'll look after you. 

ozz: What can Isay? How can I express my gratitude? 
In the name of the Prophet, L swear-— 

MEHAMMAD; Don't overdo it H's time for the prayer. 
Remember, you ave still His Holiness Ghiyas-ud-din 
Abbasid and you have to be there to lead the prayer. 
Be olf now. 

aaz: Your M. 


M 


sty's most faithful servant. 


Bows and retires. MOHAMMAD Slowly mores to the 

throne. He looks tired, dispirited. There is silence 

Jora while. nakani can’t contain himself any longer. 
pagani: But why? Why? 

muawsan: All your life you wait for someone who 
understands you. And then--you meet him— 
punishment for wanting too much! ... As he said, 
“One day suddenly I had a revelation.” 

Barası: By all the history 1 know, 1 swear he'll stab you 
in the back. This is sheer folly. He is a thief and a 
murderer and Your Majesty knows he won't keep 
trust. Once he has power in the Deccan, his 
ambition will know no barriers. He is bound to find 
unl.mited scope for his villainy there. He is bound to 
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rebel against the Sultan. How can you not see that, 
Your Majesty? 


MUHAMMAD: I forgave Ain-ul-Mulk once, and you were 


on my side then. 


Barani: But how can one mention Ain-ul-Mulk in the 


same breath as this rascal? 


MUHAMMAD: Last week I received a letter from Ain-ul-Mulk. 


He has invited me and my subjects to his capital to 
stay there until the famine here subsides. 


BARANI: He is a great man, a great friend of yours— 
MUHAMMAD: A friend? How are you so sure it’s his 


friendship that invites us to his capital? You know 
that, iine the day he killed Sheikh Imam-ud-din, 
he has lost his hold on people. His maulvis won’t 
support him, his people don’t trust him. He needs 
my sapport now. How do fou oe he isn’t 

inviting me to strengthen himself? 7 

asa: The r Majesty isn’t accepting the 
invitation? 


MuHaMMaD: There is only one place to go back to now. 


Delhi. Back to Delhi, Barani, I have to get back to 
Delhi with my people. 


BARANI: But why—why are you doing this to yourself and 


? Your subjects starve for you—struggle 
pon Pear for ead you honour this murderer? 
Whav's the logic in it? It’s criminals like him that 
deserve to die. Death would be too simple a 
punishment for him. It wouldn’t be enough if you 
fl the skin off his back. It wouldn’t be enough 
if you had his tongue pulled out. It wouldn't even 
be enough if you had him put in a sack and tied to & 
running horse—- 


uunammap: Bravo! I doubt if even that dhobi could 


have thought of so many tortures— 

BARANt shudders as though he were slapped in the face. 
If justice was as simple as you think or logic as beautiful 
as I had hoped, life would have been so much clearer. 
T have been chasing these words now for five years and 
now I don’t know if I am pursuing a mirage or 
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fleeing a shadow. Anyway what do all these subtle 
distinctions matier in the blinding madness of the 
day? Sweep your logic away into a corner, Barani, 
all I need now is myself and my madness—madness to 
prance in a field eaten bare by the scarecrow violence. 
But I am not alone, Barani. Thank Heaven! For 
once I am not alone, I have a Companion to share 
my madness now—the Omnipotent God! ( Tired.) 
When you pass your final judgement on me, don’t 
forget Him. 

BARANI: Who am I to pass judgement on you, Your 
Majesty? I have, to judge myself now and that’s 
why I must go and go immediately. I am terrified 
when I think of all the tortures I recommended only 
a moment ago. I arn a weak man, Your Majesty. 

I don’t have your strength to play with violence and 
yet not be sucked in by it. Your Majesty warned me 
when I slipped and I am grateful for that. I ask 
Your Majesty’s permission to go while I’m still safe. 
Waits for an answer. Theres no answer. MUHAMMAD 
is sitting on the throne with his eyes closed. 
Your Majesty— 
No answer. 


Your Majesty— 

MUHAMMAD (opening his eyes): Yes? 

BARANI: Is Your Majesty not feeling well? 

MUHAMMAD: I am suddenly feeling tired. And sleepy. 
For five years sleep has avoided me and now suddenly 
it’s coming back. Go, Barani. But before you go— 
pray for us 


Closes his eyes again. BARANI bows and exits, obviously 

in tears. There 1s silence on the stage for a while, and 

then @ SERVANT comes in. 

SERVANT; In the name of... 

He sees that munasmav is asleep and goes out. 

MUHAMMAD'S head falls forward on his chest in deep 

sleep. The SERVANT re-enters with a shawl which he 
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carefully wraps round the Sultan. He is about to go out 
when the MUBZZIN'S call to prayer is heard. The 
SERVANT (urns io wake the Sultan, then after a pause 
goes aut without doing so. 


wcezzin (offstage): Alla-Ho-Akbar! Alla-Ho-Akbar! 
Alla-Ho-Akbar! Alla-Ho-Akbar! 
Ashahado L ha Hlilah 
Ashahado La Blaha Mlilah 
Ashahado Anna Muhammadur Rasool Ilah 
Ashahado Anna Muhammadur Rasool Wah 
Haivah Alis Salaat—Haiyah Alis Salaat 
Haiyah Salil Falaa—Haiyah Salil Falaa. 
Alla-Ho-Akl Alla-Ho-Akbar! 
La Elaha Hlila 


As the muezzin’s call fades away, MUHAMMAD. suddeniy 
opens his eyes. He looks around dazed and frightened, 
as (hough he can’t comprehend where he is. 


